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In This Issue
You are holding a complicated document. It has got 
three parts.
Announcements, Notices, and Reports does not 
have an index. It is not really classified. You have to 
browse it. or scan it, or just read the whole thing. Articles 
that mention deadlines are put at the front o f the section. 
After that you're on your own. There are announcements 
o f conferences and calls for papers. There are notices o f 
books and movies and events that caught my eye. There 
are reports sent in from all over. The section is 
alphabetized, sort of, by subject or author or title. That 
is intended to help you find an article you have already 
looked at. I don't want to divide this section into Books 
and Veterans and Events and Letters and Travel and 
Trade. I use Announcements, Notices, and Reports to 
produce an archive, to put people in touch with each 
other, to encourage authors, to mock and to praise, and 
to help librarians buy books. I also want to convey how 
lost I feel when I consider the possible topics and directions 
o f study for writing about the U.S. and Viet Nam. I 
suppose I like to bully readers who think they've got it all 
figured out.
The Features section is easier to use. There are 
fewer articles. They are listed and described and located 
in the Table o f  Contents. Kali Tal and I place work in this 
section that we endorse as the informed and considered 
effort o f an intelligent imagination.
Chantou Boua leads with a report on the present 
situation in Cambodia, and its people's need for 
international aid. Jabiya Dragonsun contributes his 
poem "War Song." It is the script for a performance 
described in the Announcements section. Richard Falk 
addresses Dragonsun's topic from the point o f view of 
international law. with an essay on the Gulf War. We are 
thrilled to print “Fired Gold", a short story by Nguyen Huy 
Thiep, Ha Noi's leading dissident author. An essay by 
translator Peter Zinoman gives background for this fiction. 
The following essay, by William Leon and Kim-Anh Nguyen, 
for the first time places a social survey o f a Viet-American 
community in an historical context. A  poem by Julia 
Ross uses a conceit from Islam, the split between Tariquat 
and Shariat, between esoteric spiritual quest and exoteric 
religious practice, to meditate on the way each soul must 
contend with the garbage o f history. Maggie Jaffe follows 
Ross with some hard-edged political poems. Then we 
have two leaders o f the Cowboy Poetry movement, vets 
Bill Jones. Jr. and Rod McQueary, presented with my 
summary o f the life o f the Robert Service, poet o f the 
Yukon and WWI.
Next, four o f our regular columnists examine film, 
theater, science fiction and REMFbooks. Cynthia Fuchs 
considers Oliver Stone's JFK  and the documentary Hearts 
o f Darkness: A  Filmmaker’s Apocalypse. David 
DeRose discusses Jamal Joseph's Beyond the Call o f  
Duty (developed and produced at the Black National 
Theater)—a play which demands evaluation by DeRose's 
evolving standards for judging Vet Nam vet drama. Oliver 
Stone's JFK  comes up again, this time as a starting point
for Alasdair Spark to consider alternative-reality science 
fiction about the assassination, the war, and the 1960s. 
David Willson continues his glorious march through the 
literary record o f Army clerk-typists, with a consideration 
o f three unpublished REMF novels. The Features section 
ends with two personal narratives, and an essay on the 
importance o f reading history in making one’s own life. 
Contributing editor Alan Farrell tries to communicate his 
vision of war as a profession. Tom Yori, a new voice here, 
gives us a chapter from his draft-dodger's memoir, 
concerning the exact mechanics o f fleeing to Canada. 
Last, the poetW.D. Ehrhart addresses La Salle University 
freshpersons, providing them with a context in which to 
read Bobbie Ann Mason's novel In Country.
Then there are the Book Reviews. They're listed in 
the Table o f  Contents, too, with author, title, and 
reviewer. Dan Scripture o f College Eight, University of 
California at Santa Cruz, edits this section to supply 
rigorous and informed judgements on books o f interest to 
those who are teaching courses and researching about 
the U.S. war in Viet Nam and about the 1960s generally. 
In this issue, the lead review is Renny Christopher on 
Philip Beidler's Rewriting America: Vietnam Authors 
in their Generation (Georgia, 1991). Then, Jean-Jacques 
Malo and Dan Scripture consider From Hanoi to 
Hollywood: The Vietnam War in American Film, 
(Rutgers. 1990) by Linda Dittmar and Gene Michaud. 
Both books are meant to be standard works. Scripture’s 
experts help you evaluate their claims to that position of 
authority.
O n t Me F uture of t Me INew s I e t t er
Starting in the next issue. Steve Potts, History. 
University o f Nebraska, will edit a Teaching section. He 
will publish specific curricula and syllabi, as well as 
think-pieces on what should be done in the classroom. 
Steve organized the Viet Nam War Area panels for this 
year's Popular Culture Association Conference in 
Louisville, KY. He made a point to include several panels 
on teaching the war. He also contributed an article to a 
recent collection from Greenwood Press on the subject, 
and is writing or editing two more books for them. We 
look forward to regularly publishing articles o f direct 
utility to the majority o f our subscribers, selected by a 
knowledgeable expert and an active teacher.
I undertook this newsletter to take some weight off 
Kali Tal and to express my excitement about our subject.
I immediately recruited contributing editors to provide a 
regular flow o f smart and passionate writing. I have since 
recruited Dan and Steve as executives, to bring voices 
into the publication different from the vet authors David 
Willson refers to me and the Southeast Asia hands I go 
after. When Renny Christopher recovers from finishing 
her dissertation. Kali and I hope that she will create her 
own section, focusing on Viet-American authors, or 
feminists, or class issues, or whatever she wants. We 
hope other people step forward in due course, with their 
own agendas. We have two books in the works on the 
diplomatic history o f the war. We hope that some o f those 
authors will play a role here in the future. We should be 
covering the civil rights movement at least as much as the
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war. so we need an editor to go conferences and chat up 
writers, show the flag and gather manuscripts. This 
publication is a vehicle that can carry a great many 
authors, but one or two editors can't push it by themselves 
for very long.
On Style
A few notes on language. Kali and I name our country 
“the U.S." As a business consultant I dealt daily with 
Americans in Mexico and Argentina and Peru who really 
don't want to be dragged into U.S. national identity. So 
I got in the habit o f using "America" carefully. We here 
also write “Viet Nam." Kali and I never mean a war by that 
unless we say so. In this issue we've started calling 
Vietnamese people “Viets". I know. English-speaking 
Viets don't say this, but I think that's because too many 
of them are too kind and tolerant, or perhaps have too low 
an opinion of Western intelligence and courtesy, to 
demand the word they use in Vietnamese. (You might ask 
why we don’t use the word Espaiia for Spain. It's a good 
question. For us a it’s a question o f who we want to bring 
into the discourse. We want to bring in Viet and other 
Southeast Asian scholars, and we'd like them to feel at 
home—like this is their place too.)
We don't have the time or the inclination to edit this 
publication with utter consistency, but those are some 
goals. We'll start using diacritics sooner or later, for Viet 
names and words. We've got the technology, so go ahead 
and put them into your manuscripts. Finally, we 
absolutely do not copy-edit this publication into Chicago 
Manual o f Style Standard English. If you have trouble 
understanding an article, just contact the author or me 
or Kali for help. Many o f our authors have been deep in 
conversation with one another for several years. Some of 
them use idiom and reference and shorthand that may 
confuse you, especially if English is your second language, 
or you don't live in the States, or you haven't spent some 
time near a university, or you don't know many U.S. 
veterans. Don't be shy about asking for clarification. 
Just get in touch.
Enjoy —Dan Duffy.
P ublisher’s Statement
Things do keep changing. Every time I think I've got 
this business figured out. somebody comes up with a 
great idea and I've just got to try it. This Newsletter is one 
more venture in boldly going...
So get this. The Newsletter isn't the Newsletter 
anymore. Presto-chango. it's now the journal. Wow! The 
magic o f naming. Amazing, isn't it?
When 1 started Vietnam Generation I had this idea 
that what we needed was a journal-of-record in the field 
o f Viet Nam war studies, or late 20th century American 
cultural studies, or whatever (interjdiscipline it is you 
think this stuff we publish fits into. And I had this vision 
of endless journal issues devoted to special topics, carrying 
no advertising, and suitable for use as course textbooks. 
As afterthought. I conceived o f the Newsletter to fill the 
communication gaps that develop when ajournal doesn't 
carry ephemera.
What I found was that people really liked the 
Newsletter. They appreciated the journal issues, but they 
liked the newsletter. People like ephemera. I also 
discovered that, though there was a pretty sizable backlog 
o f good scholarship waiting to find print, the seemingly 
endless stream of viable "special issue" topics eventually 
dried up. You may have noticed that it takes a lot longer 
to put a special topic issue together today than it did two 
years ago. That's because all the anthologies that were 
just sitting there waiting to happen are now stocked on 
our shelves as back issues. There are a bunch o f 
anthologies still to compile, but they will lake a while to 
come to maturity. And 1 really hate the idea o f being forced 
to put out four anthologies a year if they aren't going to 
be top-notch. I won't do it.
So. as the Newsletter got bigger and more vital, and 
as the "journal" issue/anthologies were lagging behind, it 
just naturally seemed time to make a switch. This doesn't 
mean that no more anthologies will be forthcoming. As 
usual, we are interested in giving you more, rather than 
less for your money. Now what your subscription will buy 
you is a quarterly journal (this double issue is meant to 
catch us up to speed) and a whole bunch o f free books. 
As a subscriber, you'll get a copy o f every book or 
anthology that we publish—original works, reprints, 
chapbooks, broadsides, you name it. We also occasionally 
come by large numbers o f out o f print or remaindered 
books we think belong on your shelves, so we'll send 
those along too. gratis (like Ernie Spencer's Welcome to 
Vietnam, Macho Man). This year you have an absolutely 
stunning reprint o f Land o f A Million Elephants—Asa 
Baber's long out-of-print adult fa iiy  tale (see the 
illustrations on the cover o f this issue fora  preview), and 
a chapbook o f poetry by Horace Coleman. Also on the 
docket, a new novel by Dan Barker, and at least one 
anthology o f new scholarship on the war. If you have any 
suggestions for books, please let us know.
I do hope you'll continue to use our back issues as 
textbooks, and that you will plan on using our new books 
in thal fashion, too. I'm trying to work out distribution
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arrangements so that our publications find their way into 
bookstores, and I'm always on the lookout for new 
marketing strategies.
The bottom line: we still exist on an issue-to-issue 
basis, though we've broken even for almost two years 
now. Dan and I still work for free. I'm not planning on ever 
taking a salary out o f Vietnam Generation, Inc. since I 
work at a steady, high-paying non-academic job and do 
this in my spare (snort!) time. It would be nice to have 
enough money coming in to maybe pay our writers a little 
token something (gasp!), and to make sure that Dan gets 
remunerated for his prodigious efforts, but 1 doubt we'll 
be able to afford that for a while. Unless one or more o f you 
folks out there hit the lottery and decide to share.
When I started Vietnam Generation back in 1988 I 
never could have imagined where we'd wind up. Every 
day I go back into the storeroom (I keep all the back issues 
o f V.G. in my basement) and I marvel at the enormous 
amount o f prose and poetry, scholarship and art we've all 
generated in the last four years. Together we've created 
an amazing resource and I'm really proud o f all o f us. 
Where there was nothing, we came together as a 
community and pooled our resources and our energy and 
built this journal from the ground up. You trusted me 
with your money and your written work when I was a 
graduate student with no credentials and no reputation: 
I hope that you feel as good about the results as I do. 
However Vietnam Generation grows and changes it will 
always be yours as much as mine—it's a pleasure to have 
a community to serve. —Kali Tal
Announcements, Notices, 
and Reports
V ietnam  G eneration  S ponsors 1995 
C onference
We’ve been talkingabout it foryears, and we're finally 
going to do it! Vietnam Generation has joined together 
with the American Studies Institute, the Afro-American 
Studies Institute and the Film Studies Institute at George 
Mason University to put on its first annual conference:
S ixties Generations:
From Montgomery to V iet Nam
A Conference of Scholars, Activists and Artists 
March 3-7, 1993
George Mason University, Fairfax, VA
Sixties Generations is a multimedia, interdisciplinary 
conference. We are looking for proposals for presentations, 
performances, papers, panels and workshops in the arts, 
the humanities, the social sciences and the sciences. Our 
emphasis is on exploring the diversity and complexity o f 
American and international cultures during the 1960s, 
in terms o f the their continuing influence on contemporary 
U.S. culture. We plan on publishing one or more 
anthologies o f conference papers.
Please send 1-2 page abstracts, or proposals for 
workshops, panels, performances, and presentations to 
Vietnam Generation, 2921 Terrace Dr.. Chevy Chase. MD 
20815; (FAX) 301/608-0761. Deadline for proposals: 
November 1.
We want to extend a special invitation to Vietnam 
Generation readers and writers to contribute to the 
conference, as presenters and as organizers. If you have 
any special connections to scholars in a particular 
discipline, if there’s some performance artist you really 
think should be there, if you have ideas about the kinds 
of workshops we should offer, please get involved. We 
need help in outreach to various academic disciplines, in 
spreading the word to interested scholars, in designing 
sessions, in jurying papers.
Suggested topics include, but are not limited to, the 
following: A lcatraz • A lgerian Revolution * A lternative 
C ulture • A merican Indian M ovement • A rtists and W riters of 
the S ixties • Attica • B erkeley F ree S peech Movement • B lack 
M uslim M ovement • B lack Panther Party • B iack W omen in 
the W omen's Movement • Cath o u c  W o rk er . CCNV & the 
C atholic Left • C hicago D emocratic C onvention 1968 • 
C iiicano M ovement • COINTELPRO • C uban Revolution * 
C ommunes • C ountercinema • C ounterculture • D rug C ulture
• DRUM • Environmental Movement • E xperimental T heater
• Folk M usic • Free S chools • G ay and Lesbian M ovements • 
G uerrilla T heater • Kent and J ackson State • Labor & t ie  
A ntiwar M ovement* Labor D emocracy M ovement* L iberation
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T heology • LSD • Malcolm X • March on W ashington • 
M idwest Institute • M ississippi Freedom D emocratic Party • 
Moratorium • N ixon C ampaign • O bscenity T rials • O lympics
• Pan-A fricanism • Paris 68 • Politicization of Street G angs
• Prague S pring • Puerto Rican Independence Movement • 
Radical Science • R am parts Mag azin e • Rock & Roll • SCLC
• SN C C  • Southern Poverty Law C enter • S outhern Student 
O rganizing C ommittee • Student Movement • The C hicago 8
• Third W orld L iberation M ovements • T hird W orld N ewsreel 
& N ew Y ork N ewsreel • U nderground P ress • U rban 
Insurrections • V iet Nam W ar • V ietnam V eterans A gainstthe 
W ar • W ashington D C  in the 1960s • W atergate • W atts 
U prising * W ounded Knee • YIPPIES
MichAEl Bibby R equests A r t Ic Ies foR a 
S pEciAl Issue of Vietnam Generation caI IecJ 
ThE Vie t  Nam  War an<J PosTModERNiry
Michael Bibby is editing an anthology for Viet Nam 
Generation. He is soliciting papers addressing the relations 
between the VietNam warand postmodemity. Theoretical, 
political, sociological, historical, philosophical, and/or 
cultural approaches and studies o f the plastic arts, mass 
media, popular culture, cinema, music, literature, material 
history, etc. are welcome. The editor especially encourages 
papers that consider the way postmodern discourses on 
gender, race, class, and sexuality intersect with cultural 
discourses on the war in the U.S. Submit manuscripts 
(approx. 25pp) to Michael Bibby. Dept, o f English, Univ 
o f MN, Minneapolis MN 55455; (612) 377-4699 (home 
phone).
AMERicA ANd ViETNAivi: From War to 
Peace
That's the name o f an international conference to be 
held at the Center for Continuing Education. University 
o f Notre Dame, December 2-4, 1993. The conference will 
be concurrent with the annual meeting o f the Great Lakes 
American Studies Association which will extend the 
Conference theme o f Reconciliation to include all aspects 
o f the Viet Nam war and the Viet Nam war era. A call for 
paper and panel proposals will appear in the summer 
1992 Viet Nam Generation Newsletter. Deadlines 
(probably May 1993) and PO Box will also be announced 
then. A  program with conference and hotel registration 
forms will be mailed in October 1993. That's all from Dr. 
Robert Slabey, English, University o f Notre Dame, Notre 
Dame. Indiana, 46556-0368.
REIMEIVlbERiNQ TET
Call for Papers: An Interdisciplinary Conference On 
the Vietnam War: Remembering Tel. November 19-21. 
1992. Salisbury State University. Papers are invited that 
will address military, political and diplomatic issues o f 
the Viet Nam War in general and the Tet Offensive in
particular, since the Conference anticipates the 25th 
anniversary o f Tet. Participants are invited from several 
disciplines: political science, history, sociology, American 
studies, literature and popular culture, media and 
communications. Papers dealing with the representation 
o f the war in novels and memoirs and on film and 
television, the contem porary state o f Am erican- 
Vietnamese relations, comparisons between the Gulf 
War and the Vietnam War and approaches to teaching 
the Vietnam War are also o f particular interest. Featured 
speakers include R.W. Apple, Jr. (V ietnam  War 
correspondent. New York Times, 1965 to 1968) and Bui 
Diem (South Vietnam’s ambassador to the United States. 
1967 to 1972). Individual papers and presentations 
should be kept to a maximum o f 20 minutes. Deadline 
for proposals. May 15. 1992. Please submit proposals 
to: Professor Harry Basehart, Dept, o f Political Science. 
Salisbury State University, Salisbury. MD 21801-6837: 
(410) 543-6242: FAX: (410) 543-6068.
RoIUnq THuncIer RidE foR FreecIom
Received a photocopied notice o f the Rolling  
Thunder V  [registered trademark] Ride for Freedom 
(May 24, 1992, Washington DC) from Sgt. Artie Muller. 
US Army Nam 66-67. PO Box 216, Neshanic Sta.. NJ 
08853: (908) 369-5439. Muller's letter:
We have done many runs in the past 4 years for 
the return o f all live prisoners o f war and a full 
account o f those m issing in action. Our 
government has chosen to abandon many live 
American's on the battlefields since WW1. There 
are over 90,000 men that have never been 
accounted for and many o f them were left to die 
in some foreign country in a prisoner o f war 
camp.
There has been more done on the issue 
(POW-MIA) since these runs have started then 
in the past 15 years. That is because all o f you 
have given much o f your time to ride for the 
freedom o f our brothers left behind. Many o f 
you have come across the United States and 
from Canada to protest the wrong our 
government has done. The support and sacrifice 
you have all given for those that can not speak 
for themselves is real loyalty and dedication.
We can't stop now. We must push on to 
bring them home. Rolling Thunder V will be a 
welcome home parade for our POW's return or 
a mass demonstration. If we all copy the fliers 
and pass them around to all M/C groups, vet 
organizations, citizens and ask them to be 
there for our POW's freedom we will have over 
500,000 in Washington, D.C. as in Daytona FL 
for bike week.
We owe a great deal to Col. Millard A  Peck 
for the stand he has taken against a government 
that lied to all of us and doesn't give a damn for 
no one but themselves. Col. Peck is a great
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example o f an American who cares what 
happens to his brother. When we all ride in 
protest o f our governments in action [sic] on the 
POW-MLA issue, we ride for their freedom and 
demand to bring them home now. Eveiy day 
that passes may be too late for one more POW- 
MLA. It's too late for some that have died in 
captivity already. Eveiy American should be 
there.
Our government has never proven that our 
POW-MIA's are all dead or alive. We demand an 
investigation, a search for live POW's in 
Southeast Asia and we demand they bring 
them home now. We the Vietnam veterans and 
all our supporters o f the POW-MLA issue want 
for our POW's what we all have, "freedom." We 
must never abandon America troops in any 
foreign country.
We have asked much o f all ofyou in the past 
4 years, our brother are almost home. Lets ask 
everyone to put aside Memorial Day weekend 
for 1992 and be in Washington. D.C. for Rolling 
Thunder V. May 24. 1992. Our war is not over 
until all our brothers are home. POW-M1A “We 
will never forget."
An enclosed flier claims that the last Rolling Thunder 
was attended by 23.000 people. The ride will assemble in 
the North Pentagon Parking Lot at 9 am ., and will leave at 
12 noon for the ride through Washington to the Vietnam 
Veterans Memorial. There will be speeches and music at 
the Reflecting pool. I f you don't ride, be at the Vietnam 
Veterans Memorial at 12 noon. There's a special request 
that there be “No Attitudes."
I'm sure it will be quite a spectacle. What struck me 
as am azing about the letter, however, was the 
incorporation o f the missing soldiers o f previous American 
wars into the POW-MIA myth. The number o f men 
“missing" and unaccounted for in World Wars I and II has 
been pointed out by critics o f the POW-MLA crowd in order 
to put the comparatively small number o f unaccounted 
for American casualties in Vietnam in perspective. 
However, it seems to have been appropriated by these 
guys as a sign that the U.S. government has traditionally 
left behind live POWs to rot in foreign prisons. Makes your 
head spin.—KT
S tucIent C o h er en c e  at S E A S S I
A conference limited to grad students and first and 
second-year post-docs for works in progress. Call for 
papers on W orks In P rogress ; H istoric  and 
Contemporary Issues in SEAsia., Saturday July 11th. 
1992. Send proposals c/o Eric Thompson, SE Asian 
Studies. Thompson 320, DR-05. U of WA. Seattle. WA 
98195.
T raum atIc S tr ess
Two items from the International Society forTraumatic 
Stress Studies. A Callfo r  Presentations fo r  the Eighth 
Annual Meeting, “Trauma and Development: The 
Shattering and Rebuilding o f Human Expectations, ”
a conference at the Beverly Hilton Hotel, Los Angeles, CA, 
October 22-25, 1992. U.S.A. proposals must be received 
by April 7.1992, International proposals must be received 
by April 17. 1992. The Call is 8 pages o f information, with 
four blank forms tipped in. The cover is a nice grey-on- 
grey graphic o f a view from a tropic beach. Get your own 
by writing to the ISTSS at 435 N. Michigan Ave, Suite 
1717. Chicago. IL 60611-4067. 312-644-0828.
The goal o f the Society, established in March 1985, is 
to provide “a forum for sharing research, clinical strategies, 
public policy concerns, and theoretical formulations in 
the U.S. and around the world through its membership, 
its programs o f education and training, and its various 
publications. The Society is dedicated to developing 
knowledge and stimulating policy, program and service 
initiatives that seek to reduce traumatic stress and its 
immediate and long-term consequences. To date. 1,700 
mental health, social service, religious, and legal 
professionals from more than 30 countries have become 
members." Robert S. Pynoos. M.D. is President.
For this meeting, the Program Committee encourages 
proposals that address the following areas: trauma and 
the emerging personality o f children and adolescents: 
developmental perspective on the neuroscience o f 
traumatic stress: the influences o f traumatic stressors 
over the life course o f the individual, family, and group; 
developmental considerations that influence preventive 
and therapeutic interventions: the interaction o f disaster, 
war and oppression with social, political and economic 
developm ent: socioeconom ic, eth ica l, and legal 
considerations.
The conference offers several kinds o f forums. For 
individual speakers, there are Poster Sessions, where the 
presenter stands by his poster taking questions for an 
hour, in a room full o f other such presenters; Papers 
Sessions, the familiar talking-head format, are only 
available for thematically related groups o f individual 
presenters; Clinical Case Presentations; and Discussion 
Groups. For group proposals, there are 90-minute 
Symposiums and Two-hour Workshops.
I'm also looking at Traumatic Stress Points: News 
fo r  the ISTSS. It's four pages, a sheet folded once to 8 1/ 
2 by 11". black and white text. From the President's 
Message, p. 1: “It has been the veterans of the Vietnam 
War [he means U.S. vets o f the American war in Viet Nam] 
who brought renewed attention in the U.S. to the 
psychological insults o f war, and who, through their 
perseverance, have helped to create a national research 
and clinical agenda, reflected in the establishment o f the 
National Center for Posttraumatic Stress Disorders. An 
unforeseen legacy o f the Vietnam PTSD research is its 
potential benefit for children exposed to violence 
throughout the word. The methodology, neurobiological 
discoveries and clinical insights that have grown out of 
the study o f combat exposure have acted as a catalyst to
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improved studies o f childhood trauma. This enriched 
understanding o f childhood trauma is beginning to return 
full circle to increase our understanding of the interplay 
o f child and adult trauma, including how the 
reverberations o f childhood trauma in some highly exposed 
combat veterans may compromise their recovery."
Page one also has a mention of the first ISTSS World 
Conference. “Trauma and Tragedy: The Origins, 
Management and Prevention of Traumatic Stress in 
Today's World". June 21-26 in Amsterdam, The 
Netherlands. Keynote lectures include Robert Jay Lifton, 
“From genocidal to species mentality: directions o f hope" 
and V. Sidel, a U.S. professor o f public health, on 
“Primaiy prevention of traumatic stress caused by war." 
Another panel will include “representatives o f relative 
United Nations bodies on “The U.N. and Traumatic 
Stress." Contact: c/oICODO.PO 13362,3507 LJ Utrecht. 
The Netherlands, tel.: (+31)(0)30-369312, FAX(+31)(0)30- 
369037.
On page two, there is a notice o f the Dutch ICODO 
Centre o f Information and Coordination for the Services 
o f Victims o f War. ICODO objectives: to improve and 
coordinate the various medical, psychological and legal 
services for victims of war, and to function as a center of 
information and advice. They coordinate between five 
professional organizations for specified categories o f war 
victims, have published 30 brochures and 6 books and 
uncounted articles for scientists and the mass media. 
They assist 50 volunteer organizations. Their library 
catalogue is in process o f making international electronic 
links. Contact Jos Weerts. MD, The Director. ICODO. PO 
13362, 3507 LJ Utrecht. The Netherlands.
Also on page 2. notice o f the 1991 ISTSS Pioneer 
Award to Lawrence C. Kolb. M.D., for his lifetime work 
including service as Senior Medical Investigator of the 
U.S. Department o f Veterans Affairs. Another notice on 
that page, o f the first Laufer Memorial Award to the 
investigators o f the National Vietnam Veterans 
Readjustment Study, principally Drs. William Schlengler. 
John Fairbanks, Kathleen Jordan from the Research 
Triangle Institute in North Carolina, Drs. Daniel Weiss 
and Charles Marmar from the U of CA SF and Richard 
Hough from U of CA SD, and Richard Kulka.
ViETNAM Veterans A qaInst t He Wa r : 
25t N A nniversary CEUbRATioN
We received the following notice from W AW :
It's hard to believe that 25 years have passed 
since Vietnam Veterans Against the War (WAW) 
firs t lifted  a banner in an an ti-w ar 
dem onstration . Veterans, previously  
unacquainted, united together—eager, war- 
toughened, bold, idealistic, angry, innocent, 
young, and filled with the urgent necessity to 
change the course o f history. Our mission was 
nothing less than to end the war we had fought 
in Vietnam.
And we were, simply, terrific. We marched, 
lobbied and communed with each other in 
politically charged veterans demonstrations 
and encampments. We defied Richard Nixon 
and the Justice Department (who sought to 
discredit us), the Supreme Court and Congress.
Yet we welcomed Senators, Representatives, 
and the American public to our encampments, 
as we eloquently and viscerally testified to our 
experiences in Vietnam. The country listened 
to us as we moved to end the war in a peaceful 
and dramatic way.
With the help of dedicated professionals, 
W A W  pioneered work in Post Traumatic Stress 
Disorder, veteran's rap groups, and treatment 
and compensation for exposure to Agent 
Orange. As veterans we reached out to war 
resisters, working with them for universal and 
unconditional amnesty. In the past 25 years 
w e've provided dra ft and reg istra tion  
information to thousands o f high school 
students, sharing with them the realities o f war 
and the military. We've continued to speak out 
for normalization of relations with Vietnam 
and against misguided American policies, 
whether in Central America or the Persian 
Gulf.
Through thick and thin, high times and low. 
internal strife, W A W  survives with a renewed 
sense of mission. Now we mark our 25th 
anniversary and invite you. your families and 
all our friends to join the celebration of our 
collective accomplishments and individual 
contributions to the fight for veterans, peace 
and justice.
Though the Vietnam War's history has been 
intentionally rescripted to read as if it was lost 
through subversion by the media and an antiwar 
movement whose sole purpose was to spit on 
returning veterans, we remember a war whose 
very premise was illegal and immoral, and 
which was lost through misguided policy and 
military ineptness. Please join us as we celebrate 
our collective accomplishments and individual 
contributions to the fight for veterans, peace, 
and justice.
The celebration will take place on May 29-31, 1992 
in New York City. It will include a concert by Country Joe 
McDonald, as well as a Saturday morning memorial 
service and wreath-laying ceremony (not limited to 
Vietnam) and an evening unity rally among veterans and 
peace and social justice activists.
W A W  plans to publish a 25th Anniversary Journal: 
"Historical—or hysterical—remembrances (250 words 
max) maybe submitted for possible inclusion." For more 
information contact W A W  25th Anniversary Committee, 
PO Box 74. Brooklyn. NY 11215; (718) 788-2009.
Vietnam Generation endorses the W A W  25th 
Anniversary celebration. We hope to see you in New York 
in May.
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J o urn ey  Ho m e  ancI T Iana A I exancIra
Tiana Alexandra was born Thi Thanh Nga in the 
Republic o f Viet Nam. Her grandfathers were Senators. 
Her father was Director o f Press and Information in the 
government o f Ngo Dinh Diem. After the coup he moved 
with his family to the U.S. His daughter grew up as an 
American in the 1960s. She took her present name when 
she became a screen actress. She travelled to Viet Nam in 
1989 with a U.S. veterans'group, then went back in 1991 
with a camera crew to shoot more than 75 hours o f film. 
Now she is working day and night in the DuArt film studio 
in Manhattan, where Spike Lee and Woody Allen made 
their independent films, trying to put a documentary film 
together in time for the Cannes festival.
Finishing the movie is just a matter o f money. There's 
no lack o f great footage to make it from. Alexandra 
interviewed General Vo Nguyen Giap, once her father's 
history teacher, and sat on a park bench with Le Due Tho 
to talk about Henry Kissinger. She interviews longtime 
Parly boss Pham Van Dong and I bet she would have 
chatted up Ho if the Soviets hadn't embalmed him so well. 
Tiana speaks with an elderly aunt and her companion 
about their life in poverty. She finds an uncle, former 
Defense Minister Tran Tung Dung, whom everyone 
thought was dead in a re-education camp. She inspects 
a factory with Ba Thi. said to have been Ho’s lover, now 
one o f the most successful entrepreneurs in Viet Nam. 
The composer o f Viet Nam's national anthem plays an 
piano improvisation, to a montage o f contemporary 
countiyside and DOD bombing films. The composer, by 
the way. wrote that anthem to help fight the French, but 
now loathes the tune. He is old now, and says he never 
plays the same song twice. He uses his elbows a lot on the 
keyboard.
Viet Nam footage includes SaiGon. Highway One. the 
Cu Chi tunnels. VungTau. the Me Kong delta, the old Ho 
Chi Minh trail. Cam Ranh Bay, the home o f Giap. My Lai. 
Da Nang. Non Nuoc (China Beach). Hue. the 17th Parallel. 
Vinh Ha Long, Hai Phong Harbor, Dien Bien Phu, and Ha 
Noi. Alexandra visits Amerasians hoping to leave through 
the Orderly Departure Program, and films a hospital o f 
deformed children. Back in the states, she filmed Tran 
VanTra, general o f the Viet Cong, at the meeting with U.S. 
veterans reported by Gil Ott in the Announcements 
section o f this issue. William Westmoreland visited the 
studio and Alexandra videotaped him trying to explain 
what he meant when he said that Asians don't value life. 
The actress also filmed her father, now an author in 
California, explain ing why she should under no 
circumstances even consider travelling to Viet Nam. let 
alone make a picture there that might aid the communists. 
Another uncle on the West Coast says the same, through 
an interpreter.
I am not reading all o f this off a press release. On 1 
February I visited the studio with Huynh Sanh Thongand 
three Viet-American students, young people who all 
escaped from Viet Nam by boat. Alexandra put us to work 
dubbing English. She wanted Viet accents, but we ran 
out o f people and I got to do General Giap. It wasn't hard.
just a matter o f saying to myself, “I beat the French. I beat 
the U.S. I beat the French. I beat the U.S." Giap grins all 
the time. 1 think the part I did will get dubbed over, but 
the students were a big success, especially with a long 
speech by Giap's wife, about life in Ha Noi under the 
bombs.
A  poem Alexandra wrote and sent ahead to Viet Nam 
got her an audience with all the great men. There’s a 
driven quality to her project, a drive for peace and unity 
after fragmentation, something to do with being an 
American woman who makes martial arts movies and 
exercise videos, as well as a Viet child who happened be 
standing nearby when a monk incinerated himself on the 
street in Sai Gon in 1963. She has won endorsement for 
her project both from Oliver Stone and from the historian 
Keith Taylor. Stone is a wealthy Yalie who once upon a 
time though t it would be neat to go kill people for the Stars 
and Stripes, and still indulges in elaborate whimsy about 
his national identity. Taylor is an Intelligence veteran 
who has devoted himself to mastering the documents of 
Viet history, and whose contempt for U.S. imaginings of 
Viet Nam would be hard to exaggerate. Both o f these 
stubborn personalities have backed Alexandra's project 
as a great chance for creating some real understanding o f 
Viet Nam in this country. They both see something in 
what she wants to do that validates what they are all 
about. That would make me thinkshe was doing something 
o f real interest, even if 1 hadn't seen all the exciting 
footage for myself.
So far, funding for the project has come from such 
groups as the Vietnam Veterans o f America Foundation 
and Vets With a Mission. More is required. If you’ve got 
any ideas, contact Tiana Alexandra, Journey Home, 245 
W  55. NY NY 10019, 212-765-8250.
AddRESSES
Contact information not given in the last issue: 
Murray Polner. 50-10 Concord Ave. Great Neck, NY 
11020-1030. 516-487-3758. FAX 516-829-1248.
Eric T. Dean, 154 Mansfield St.. New Haven, CT 
06511. 203-498-1714.
Address correction:
Douglas R. Bergman's correct address is 47-28 
Francis Lewis Blvd, Bayside. NY 11361, 718-224-8246.
A m era sia  J ournaI
Volume 17, Number 3, 1991 (Asian American Studies 
Center, UCLA) has two articles o f direct interest: “About 
Face: Recognizing Asian and Pacific American Viet Nam 
Veterans in Asian American Studies," by Peter Nien-Chiu 
Kiang, o f the Graduate College o f Education and American 
Studies Program at the University o f Massachusetts, 
Boston (pp. 23-40). includes a mention o f Ernest Spencer 
in the notes: “The Song Sent Across the Mekong," by T.C. 
Huo. who is “from SE Asia, has a B.A. in English from the 
U o f CA. at Berkeley, and now lives in Oakland," a 
sensitive story about the narrator’s mother, who died
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leaving her country. Kiang’s essay has a photo (by Dean 
Wong) o f Andy Cheng returning home in battle dress from 
Desert Storm to two women who are awfully glad to see 
him. The “ 1991 Annual Selected Bibliography", (pp. 83- 
169) has abundant cites by and on Southeast Asian 
peoples and culture in the New World. Some intriguing 
mentions: “War is Not a Metaphor: Thoughts After Reading 
Joyce Carol Oates' On BoxingAm erasia  Journal 17:1 
(1991): 107-115, by Robert Ji-SongKu: “The E(merge)ence 
o f Voices, Vietnamese American Literature: 1975-1990: 
A  Consideration o f Transcribed Oral Histories and Their 
Implications for Co-Written Texts." Senior essay, Yale 
University, 1991: many others. In Glenn Omatsu's “The 
Themes of Our Epoch" (pp. 77-82), an introduction to the 
bibliography, he mentions “the long-awaited Asian- 
American Comic Book by the Asian American Resource 
Workshop in Boston." Back issues with previous Annual 
Selected Bibliographies, going back to 1979, skipping 
1981, an combining 1985 and 1986. Each one costs $7, 
$1 shipping for first and second copies, no shipping 
charge thereafter. There is also an ad for the Pacific 
Historical Review, “for more than fifty years, PHR has 
published articles devoted to the history o f American 
Expansionism to the Pacific and beyond and the 
postfrontier developments o f the twentieth-century 
American West," 16 individual/$33 inslilution/$l 1 
students, add $4 postage outside the USA. from University 
o f CA Press. Berkeley, CA 94720. Amerasia Journal is 
well-edited by Russell C. Leong and Glenn Omatsu. The 
only Viet name on the Editorial Board is the film-maker 
and critic Trin T. Minh-Ha. who I believe is o f an ethnic 
Chinese family from Viet Nam, though I am not sure. 
Judging by this issue and from cites to previous issues in 
the bibliography, Amerasia Journal gives much more 
than token coverage and representation to topics and 
authors from  all o f  the Asian  peoples, a big 
accomplishment, especially compared to the limited 
regional and ethnic scope of many publications that set 
out to cover even just the U.S. Back issues include 17:1 
W ar and Asian Americans, $7. They have a publication 
titled  Vietnam ese B ib liograph y, $5 paper. 
Subscriptions to AJ, three issues/yr, are $15/yr or $25/ 
2 yrs for the individual, $25/yr for institutions, UCLA 
Asian American Studies Center, 3230 Campbell Hall, U 
of CA, LA, CA. 90024-1546.
A sh ley ThoivipsoN W r Ites  to  Us .. .
speaking o f her studies:
Documents, or access to these documents, are 
controlled by a few battling scholars. So, you have to be 
on somebody's side to be. that is, on the manuscripts' 
side. I’m working on this text called 'hau pralung" or 
“invocation of souls." Its a long poem, recited, chanted 
over the bed o f a very sick person, to call back his souls, 
to make him well again. There's a whole ritual surrounding 
the chanting, gathering spiders and leaves, widows 
throwing rice over houses. It’s also performed upon the 
return o f someone to his native village after a long 
absence. Amongst other occasions. . .
We're going to spend July and August at a research 
center in Chiang Mai and would like to come up with 
some good reason to then go down to Cambodia. Some 
good (or not so good) money I mean. Know anyone who's 
looking to pay someone (or two) to spend September and 
October fighting the crowds in Cambodia? . . .
I’m back in Paris and back to this letter, which will get 
off by the end of the week when I have chosen which 
poems to send along. We came home yesterday to your 
newsletter. Since E. spent all day traipsing through it. 1 
haven't had too much o f a chance to do so myself. But 
from the bit I did read I do have one immediate thought. 
That writing, that strange Vietnam war peacenik and 
macho-man all rolled up into one style o f writing is at 
once very familiar and very very far away. It's writing still 
at war. I read it like an old memory o f something I actually 
wrote in a diary, of something I did once, that is, something 
1 actually read once, but o f which 1 have no personal 
recollection. All o f this simply to say that what I’m 
sending you now [an essay with poems by Khmer people! 
may seem very strange. It's something out o f my world 
here now, somethingvery different from America. I think. 
Most o f America, and even most o f alternative America. 
And I welcome that difference, I mean it's really good to 
have a way, a contained journal kind of way. to get back 
to America, academia, and thinking about Viet Nam. It is 
a privileged domain in that elite academia does join 
hands with working people, in that vets do write poetry. 
I think however that a female presence in all this talk 
about the war is possible only outside o f the domain itself. 
I suppose I believe Herr, that once inside the violence 
turns in on you: you might be able to see it with patience, 
even delicacy, and in horror you can't get out. I think very 
very few people reach Herr’s degree o f clairvoyance in 
their own repetition of violence: the tragic beauty of his 
work. I don't mean some women can't write about the 
war. I mean there are women writing with men within the 
structures o f war, like Herr. And men writing with women 
outside o f those same structures. What I would call a 
feminine presence is possible, however, only on the 
outside, with a distant vision o f what that is. with a closer 
vision o f other worlds. Within its own logic. Herr's world 
is inescapable. Other logics do however function beyond. 
But I seem to be babbling so I will finally sign off. Today 
is Sunday January 12 and I promise. I promise! to put 
this in the mail tomorrow.—Ashley Thompson, 28 Rue 
Chapon, 75003 Paris. France.
BAby!
Darlene DeRose, wife o f Contributing Editor David 
DeRose, gave birth to baby Rebekah on January 27. 
1992. We hear that Mom, Dad and baby are all doing well, 
though Rebekah’s older brother Jesse has displayed a 
certain ambivalence about the new addition to the family.
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J oHn BAky R e p o r t s
Herewith the list o f visiting scholars, researchers, graduate 
students and journalists who have made use o f the 
Imaginative Representations o f the Vietnam War 
Collection at the Connelly Library. La Salle Univer­
sity in the last year or so.
Dr. Owen Gilman. St. John's Univ., Philadelphia. PA— 
research for a book and an anthology;
Dr. Lorrie Smith, St. Michael's College. VT—research for 
a book and co-author with Owen Gilman;
Mr. Brian Grigsby. Philadelphia Inquirer, et al.— photo- 
journalist stringer for national newspapers and 
magazines researching a book o f his own photographs 
from the war;
Ms. CaronS. Ellis. Univ. ofColorado at Boulder—graduate 
student using some unique materials in the Collec­
tion to complete her Master's Thesis, a copy o f which 
is on deposit in the Collection:
Mr. George W. Dailey, book dealer and author, 
Christiansberg, VA—research for article on early CIA 
involvement:
Dr. Martin Novelli, Provosts's Office. Rutgers Univ.— film 
research;
Dr. David DeRose, Theater Studies. Yale University— 
research;
Mr. Michael Toner. Philadelphia, PA—playwright and 
dramatist whose manuscripts and letter archive are 
on deposit in the Collection;
Mr. John Harkanson. Inst, for the Study o f American 
Wars—research;
Dr. Peter C. Rollins. Oklahoma State Univ.—research;
Mr. J.B. Post. Curator o f Maps & Prints. Free Library o f 
Philadelphia—collects science fiction material with 
Viet Nam war connections;
Mr. Jean-Jacques Malo, Universite de Nantes and Seattle. 
W A— translator and film ographer researching 
filmography:
Dr. Philip K. Jason. U.S. Naval Academy—research for 
last article and book;
Dr. H. Bruce Franklin. Rutgers University. Newark— 
research for his feature article in the Dec. 1991 
Atlantic Monthly and his latest book now on the 
market;
Dr. Margaret Stewart. Washburn Univ.. Topeka, KS— 
research for teaching the war:
Ms. Birgit Marak, Karl-Franzens Universitai, Graz. 
Austria—a graduate student who received a travel 
grant specifically for the use o f this Collection;
Major Elliott Gruner. U.S. Military Academy—research 
for curricular application and for a forthcoming 
book;
Dr. Peter McGregor, Univ. o f Western Sydney, Nepean. 
Australia— curricular applications, research for book 
and lectures;
Dr. Johanna Trainor. Univ. o f Sydney. New South Wales. 
Australia— Lecturer in Photography, researching the 
visual representation o f women in the war:
Dr. Cynthia Fuchs, George Mason Univ.— research:
Dr. KalidasMishra, Bangalore Univ.. India—was awarded 
a 7-month Fulbright Scholarship wholly on the need
to use this particular collection. He will be in resi­
dence at La Salle during that research period;
Dr. Walter Hdlbling, Karl-Franzens Universitdt, Graz. 
Austria—visiting Lecturer at La Salle and research 
correspondent:
Dr. Lydia Fish, SUNY-Buffalo— research correspondent; 
Mr. Luc Bemis. Boulogne, France— research correspon­
dent:
Ms. Suzanne Bennett. Luynes, France—graduate student 
applying for a travel grant to use the collection in 
1993.
From John Baky, Acting Director. Connelly Libraiy. 
LaSalle University, 20th St and Olney Avenue. 
Philadelphia. PA 19141. 215-951-1285.
BARbARA TischlER W r Ites
February 2. 1992— I'm glad to see a report o f our ad 
hoc meeting at the ASA meeting. [Teachers fo r  a 
Dem ocratic Culture and Union o f  Democratic 
Intellectuals, VGN 3:4: pp. 3-6 J Whether or not there is 
an official organization, folks have to keep saying over 
and over again in as many ways as possible that the PC 
schtick is a smokescreen. It has been effective so far with 
the larger public, but 1 find with students that there are 
holes in the conservative wool over everyone's eyes. I keep 
telling everyone who will listen that I’m still looldng for the 
so-called left power structure in academe! Sometimes it 
prompts a bit o f red-baiting and sometimes people start 
to think! By the way, the ASA workshop on class may 
have a follow-up ("child o f class" in the classroom?). Gene 
Leach tells me that he submitted a proposal for a workshop 
on teaching that includes about 7 people, including 
Renny Christopher and me, along with other people who 
participated from the floor in the original workshop. I 
hope the program committee accepts the idea. —Barbara 
Tischler, Histoiy. Director o f Admissions and Financial 
Aid, School o f General Studies, Columbia University in 
the city o f New York. NY NY 10027.
S iq h rs  o/v tHe  S ix rie s
VGN subscriber and contributor Barbara Tischler 
sent us notice o f her own edited volume. Sights on the 
Sixties, from the Perspectives on the Sixties (Tischler 
edits this series for Rutgers University Press.) The book 
is a teaching anthology aimed to provide a basis for 
understanding the historical and cultural legacy o f that 
decade. Contributors M orris D ickstein , Barbara 
Ehrenreich. Gerald Gill. Gerald R. Gioglio, Jonathan 
Goldstein. Alexis Greene. Ellen Herman, Glenn Jones. 
Stephen A. Kent. David Sanjek. Mark Stern. Amy 
Swerdlow, Barbara L. Tischler, Stephen J. Whitfield, and 
Clifford Wilcox provide perspectives from American 
Studies, anthropology, film studies, history, literature, 
sociology, and theater. Tischler is at pains to show how 
their contributions each and all go beyond any “good 
sixties/bad sixties" typology. It's 294 pp cloth. $38.00. 0- 
8135-1792-3. Paper. $14.00s. 0-8135-1793-1. June. 
1992, Rutgers University Press.
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Bill J ones Waxes E nthusiastic
I was very pleased to see my poetry published in the 
Newsletter. Quite frankly, I had no idea such a journal 
even existed. [BJ'spoems came in via David Willson] I read 
the damn thing from cover to cover twice and was amazed 
at the diversity, quality, insight, talent—well. 1 could go 
on, but will not. I am sending a check to the Maryland 
address and look forward with great anticipation to the 
next issue. Thanks for your efforts.
I am primarily a half-assed cowboy entertainer poet/ 
standup comic/musician/singer who got into this poetry 
quite by accident. The Vietnam stuff I write with great 
difficulty but it is getting easier. Contact with other 
Namvet poets, i.e. Jon Glade, has inspired, encouraged, 
and your fine publication has made me aware that there 
are many of us out there wrestling with ghosts. In the 
Cowboy Poetry movement there is a small group o f us that 
are doing some Namvet things at large gatherings here 
out West. It has been well received and I am very excited 
about your publication and subsequent opportunities 
concerning the cowboy poet/Vietnam Vet connection.
In connection with Dry Crik Press a War Poem 
anthology is in the works and I hope to keep you informed 
o f the project for any help you may give with reviews or 
whatever.
Anyway. I am rambling off the trail like a one eyed 
steer. Just let me say getting your publication n the mail 
was absolutely one of the best things that ever happened 
to me. Thanks. Enclosed is another poerr for your 
consideration. —Bill Jones, Cowboy Poet, P.O. Box 691, 
Lander. WY, 82520, 307-332-2641. See two more Jones 
poems in the Features section.
BiRThdAys
A young woman Viet-American college student tells 
me that Viet men mark their date o f conception, rather 
than their date ofbirth. Awoman, however, dates her life 
from her time of birth. The student doesn’t know why. 
This is complicated by the practice o f backdating a 
woman's age by one year. She says that her mother told 
her that this reflects the comparative maturity of a 
woman relative to a man. Possible confusion is eased 
considerably because everyone gets one year older on the 
same day o f the year, Tet. My informant came to the U.S. 
in the late 1970s from SaiGon, where her family, o f mixed 
Chinese and local descent, has lived for several 
generations. I'll start naming Viet-American students I 
know in print when Viet-American gangsters stop shooting 
political dissenters in their community.
C .O . P ro Ie NoveUst  DEAd
New York Times obit 24 Jan. '92: B8.
Pietro di Donato is Dead at 80; Wrote of 
Immigrants' Experience" by Richard Severo, 
who seems to know something about the
progressive literary world o f the 1930s. A 1970 
Times head shot shows the author in coat and 
tie. grinning with his whole face. "Pietro di 
Donato... died on Sunday at University Hospital 
in Stony Brook. L.I. He was 80 years old and 
lived in Setauket, L.I., for many years. He died 
of bone cancer, said Teresa Cersuola. a family 
friend. Christ in Concrete (1938) was hailed 
by critics in the United States and abroad as a 
metaphor for the immigrant experience in 
America. For Mr. di Donato, who worked as a 
bricklayer, the book w as... the straightforward 
recounting of the life and times of his father, 
Geremio, also a bricklayer, who was killed in 
1923 when a building collapsed, burying him 
in concrete. . . Christ in Concrete, first 
published in as a short story in Esquire 
magazine, became a Book-of-the-Month Club 
selection and remained on the best-seller lists 
for months. Charles Poore [reviewed it] in the 
New York Times on September 15. 1939 . . . 
Mr. di Donato was born on April 3. 1911 in 
West Hoboken. NJ. His family had emigrated 
from Vasto, in the Abruzzi region o f Italy... the 
burden of bringing up himself and 7 other 
children fell to Pietro when he was 12. . . he 
became a bricklayer. When asked on one 
occasion how he had learned to write, Mr. di 
Donato said that during a strike in the building 
trades he had wandered into a library and 
discovered French and Russian novels. . . 
[other books:] The Life o f Mother Cabrini 
(1960), Three Circles o f Life (1960), The 
Penitent (1962) and Naked Author (1970). . . 
When World War II began, he registered as a 
conscientious objector and was sent to a camp 
in Cooperstown, NY, where he worked as a 
forester and did some writing. He married 
Helen Dean in 1940 in a ceremony performed 
by NYC's Mayor, Fiorello H. La Guardia. After 
the war, Christ in Concrete was made into a 
movie in Britain. . . titled Give Us this Day, it 
won an award at the 1949 Venice Film Festival. 
Christ in Concrete is to be republished this 
fall by Signet. Mr. di Donato is survived by two 
sons. Peter, o f San Jose. CA and Richard of 
Setauket, and a stepdaughter. Harriet Mull of 
Dunellen, FL.
F rom  t He CAhill C ata Ioque
In a smarmy little bulk mailer full o f the kind of thing 
that gives bookish people a bad name, some good books:
Don't Forget to Call Your Mama... I Wish I Could 
Call Mine, by Lewis Grizzard. Cahill conceals publication 
information to encourage you to order from them (hit the 
library): Cahill paperbound No. LG4932, $8.95. Ofinterest, 
in summary review: "Reared in the rural South, wife to a 
man who fought on the front lines o f both the Second 
World and Korean Wars and whose life was shattered, 
Grizzard's mother was compelled in mid-life to return to
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college— at night— to secure the teaching certificate 
necessary to sustain her thirteen-year-old son (he was 
born in 1946)." You can never have too much evidence to 
convince the uninitiated that WWII vets are as screwy as 
anyone else.
The Flashman Novels, by George McDonald Fraser. 
Flashman and the Mountain o f  Light, No. GF0710 $22, 
Flashman and Royal Flash, twovols. No. GF1 $17.90, 
Flash For Freedom! and Flashman at the Charge, two 
vols.. No. GF2, $19.90. Flashman in the Great Game 
and Flashman's Lady, two vols. No. GF3 $18.90, 
Flashman and the Redskins and Flashman and the 
Dragon, two vols. No. GF4 $18.90. Flashman, a raffish 
British knight, serves as focus for this widely read boys' 
series. His adventures take place both in war scenes of 
great national mythic resonance and also in literary 
creations o f other mythographers, e.g. Kipling. Real 
hardcore stuff—like science fiction and comic books— 
probably best read nowonly ifyou mooned over something 
like it as a child, but still worth looking at and certainly 
relevant to any understanding of war literature in general.
Contact: Cahill & Co.. Federalsburg, MD 21632- 
0039.
GENOcidE ANd D em o c ra c y
The Schell Center for International Human Rights at 
Yale Law School and Yale's Council on Southeast Asian 
Studies staged “Genocide and Democracy in Cambodia", 
the second Raphael Lemkin Symposium, on February 21 
and 22, 1992. Raphael Lemkin was the driving force 
behind the United Nations Convention on Genocide, 
finally ratified by the U.S. Senate in 1986.
Drew S. Days o f the Schell Center gave opening 
remarks on Friday afternoon. He said his Center opened 
in 1988, and that the first conference, last year, was on 
“Genocide: Theory and Practice." There was one panel on 
Cambodia, which led to this year's event. Ben Kiernan, 
History. Yale, moderated the first panel, T h e  Genocidal 
Process in Cambodia 1975-1979." Kiernan mentioned 
the recent near-lynching o f the Khmer Rouge official 
Khieu Sampan in Phnom Penh. Sampan's colleagues in 
the house had been burning documents while waiting for 
the mob to rush in. French reporters managed to snatch 
a copy o f the U.N. convention on genocide out o f the 
flames. The KR had highlighted those portions of the text 
that emphasize the importance o f intent in determining 
whether genocide has been committed, and the passage 
about how genocide is not an extraditable offense.
Kate Frieson, Social Science Research Council, New 
York, spoke on T h e  Khmer Rouge and Cambodian 
Peasantry." She addressed the question o f how the KR 
transformed from guerrillas to the apparatus o f the state, 
when traditionally this process is understood to require 
the support o f the population. For background, she said 
that Cambodia's people are at least 85% rural, and until 
recent times had no well-defined groups larger than the 
family. Individuals enjoyed extreme personal freedom, 
and no political freedom to speak of. The people were 
thrown into distress by the 1970 coup d'etat, then the 
U.S. invasion and bombing. The KR enlisted popular
support by saying they would return Sihanouk and 
order, and by keeping their mouths shut about class 
struggle. The cadres really do seem to have believed they 
would improve the lot o f the people. As the situation 
deteriorated, rural people survived by showing public 
deference to the KR and practicing irreverence privately.
May Ebihara also spoke on T h e  Khmer Rouge and 
the Cambodia Peasantry." Ebihara is renowned for having 
written a full study o f a Cambodian village in 1959-60. 
She returned to the village in 1990-91. O f the 159 
inhabitants in “West Hamlet" in 1960. 16 had died of 
natural causes in the 1960s. 4 died in the civil war. and 
70 died under the KR. Ebihara emphasized that the 
assumption that rural people suffered less under KR 
than urban people is wrong. Work demands, lack o f rest 
or leisure, absence o f self-regulation, lack o f food, all 
these factors would kill anyone, tough farmer or “decadent" 
urbanite.
Teeda Butt Mam, a survivor o f Pol Pot rule, author of 
To Destroy You Is No Loss, spoke on “Surviving Life in 
Democratic Kampuchea." It’s no criticism o f to say that 
neither she or anyone else who had lived under the KR 
could rise to speak at the conference without a visible 
struggle to keep from weeping. Mam spoke o f her 
experience, emphasizing that the KR leaders always lied 
to her and treated the Cambodian people as an enemy. 
She said. “I survived by becoming like them. I stole, I 
cheated, I lied to meet mybasic needs... I knew it wasjust 
a matter o f time until my turn would come. 1 didn't kill 
myself because I couldn’t bring myself to." She also said, 
“There are Cambodians still under KR rule. There is no 
Cambodian whose family is not affected by the KR." She 
repeated several times in her talk, T h is  came from our 
own skin. We must look at ourselves. The posl-KRyoung 
don't know, they don’t understand. They must be told."
The final speaker o f the first session was Serge Thion, 
Centre National de Recherche Scientifique. France, on 
the topic “Another Look at the Genocide Issue." When 
Thion began his talk he seemed to be almost saying that 
if Pol Pot had only studied a little more Marx in Paris, the 
whole thing never would have happened. But he didn’t 
quite say that, and went on to give a splendid history of 
the context in which the term “genocide" has arisen and 
been used. This involved historicizing the Holocaust in 
public, and he caught a lot o f grief for that in the 
discussion after the panel. He also recommended that we 
give up trying to convict people for such vast crimes, and 
just prosecute them for good old-fashioned murder. He 
caught a lot o f flak for that, too. Thion's points seemed 
plain and reasonable to me, but maybe I'm stepping 
clumsily into a decades-long debate.
I don't have time to write up the whole conference. 
See Chantou Boua’s paper, in this issue's Features 
section. There will be a book published o f the proceedings, 
though no publisher has stepped forward yet. There is a 
real opportunity for a small press to print and re-print 
English-language works about Cambodia from the 
international community. People kept citing books to 
each other that are out o f print or hard to find. A  good 
third o f the several hundred people at the conference 
were Cambodians. Allen Riedy o f the Echols Collection at 
Cornell drove down with Reasey Poch, Asian Studies grad
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student, and two Cambodian architecture students. Poch 
is just back from 6 months with the CIEE in Ha Noi. He 
already knew a great deal o f Viet language, since he was 
four years in a refugee camp in the south. Poch doesn't 
say a word about it. but others have told me that many 
Cambodians ask him why in the world he would go to Viet 
Nam on purpose. It's nice to see someone buckinga cliche 
o f racial enmity with his life. Poch traded me a home video 
o f Ha Noi street scenes for the ms. o f Ashley Thompson's 
collection o f English poems by Cambodians, just for 
overnight. He also told me about Peter Zinoman's 
translation o f Nguyen Thiep. now printed in the Features 
section.
The discussion after each panel raged vigorously for 
the fu ll time lim it. Legal scholars, h istorians, 
anthropologist and development workers all took the 
floor. Everybody was fundamentally concerned with the 
U.N. Peace Plan, wondering whether it would allow the 
Khmer Rouge to return to power. I was sitting next to a 
State Department official whose impression was that 
there was a consensus in the room that the U.N. Peace 
plan might work. In another realm o f politics, it was hard 
not to notice that men dominated every discussion, 
although there were many strong and expert women 
present.
The rest o f the schedule was as follows. Saturday 
morning: T h e  U.N. Plan for Democracy in Cambodia." 
Hedi Annabi, moderator. Director, Office o f the Special 
Representative o f the Secretary General o f the UN for 
Humanitarian Affairs in SE Asia; Douc Rasy, former 
Dean. Faculty o f Law. Phnom Penh, on “The Rule o f Law 
and Human Rights in Cambodia": Chantou Boua. 
Campaign to Oppose the Return o f the Khmer Rouge, on 
“Development Aid and Cambodia Democracy" (see the 
Features section o f this issue): Khieu Kanharith, former 
editor, Kampuchea, Phnom Penh, on “the Cambodian 
Factions and the Prospects for Democracy." The final 
panel, on Saturday afternoon: "Redress and Prevention o f 
Genocide: The Responsibility of the World Community." 
George Andreopolous, moderator, Schell Center, Yale 
Law School, History. Yale U.: Ben Kieman, History, Yale, 
on T h e  Cambodian Genocide and the Paris Agreement" 
(see his article in issue 3:4); Gregory Stanton, Cambodia 
Genocide Project. American University, on "International 
Legal Options": and Anne Weills, Campaign to Oppose 
the Return o f the Khmer Rouge, on "International Citizen 
Action against the Khmer Rouge."
CAMbodiA WATchiNq D own UNdER
Here is a book chock full o f detail, deeply imbedded 
in a political and academic controversy that is hard to get 
a handle on for a reader who knows little about Cambodia 
and even less about Australia. It says it's a work of 
political economy. It looks more like an intellectual 
history. It was referred to us by our valued subscriber and 
contributor Peter McGregor o f the University of Western 
Sydney. The subject is Australian journalistic coverage 
and academic study o f Cambodia. My SEASS1 contacts 
all tell me that they hear that the book is a Maoist Pol Pot 
tract. None o f my contacts had actually seen the book.
But I can see that the authors rail against "the anti- 
Maoist left in the U.S." and what they call “the left-liberal 
Washington Post.~ (p. 82. 292)
Thankgod I'm not involved in this particular debate. 
Jefferson Lee. one o f the authors, wrote us that Noam 
Chomsky wrote to his co-author Geoffrey C. Gunn. "I 
don't know whether to wish you vilification, obscurity, or 
both." Well. Chomsky does throw his weight around, but 
the great man often knows what he's talking about. This 
book claims that "he has become part o f the new media 
elite" with his "pro-Ha Noi position." (p. 313) Everyone 
deserves a fair shake, but anyone who puts me in the 
position o f wondering whether I am promoting mass 
murder or encouraging the free exchange o f ideas can 
take his chances on what I print. Crappy press relations, 
guys. You should have anticipated my anxiety. Here's 
what I see when 1 look at the book:
Cambodia Watching Down Under, by Geoffrey C. 
Gunn and Jefferson Lee, Institute o f Asian Studies. 
Chulalongkom University, IAS Monographs No. 047, 
1991. Send US $25 total to: Cambodia Watching Down 
Under. PO Box 703. Leichhardt. NSW. 2040.
About the authors, p. vi: "Geoffrey C. Gunn is Senior 
Lecturer in SE Asian History at Universiti Brunei 
Darussalam. Former lecturer at universities in Libya 
(Garyounis). Australia (UNSW) and Singapore (NUS). 
Author o f three books on Laos and various historical and 
political studies o f SE Asia/ Middle East. This author's 
baptism in Indochinese politics commenced on campus 
at Melbourne University in 1966 (the LBJ visit) and 
consummated as a teenage traveller in Indochina during 
Tet 1968 and in Paris May-June o f the same year.
Jefferson Lee is a Ph.D. candidate in Social Sciences 
at Deakin University in the area o f Indochina and the 
Australia media. Former tutor in politics and media at 
UNSW. Deakin University course writer and consultant 
in the areas o f international journalism, conflict studies, 
and Indochina. This author's activism on Indochina 
issues was fired in union politics including office holding 
positions in Australian national student bodies." It's 
interesting here that neither author claims to have ever 
visited Cambodia, or to speak or read any o f the languages 
o f Indochina.
There are two prefaces, one by Thailand's leading 
Khmer Rouge supporter, Khien Theeravit. plus an 
unsigned introduction which Khien says was written by 
Susan Summers, a Democratic Kampuchea supporter 
from the United Kingdom. DK is the team with the piles 
o f little skulls on their jerseys. Summers and Khien don't 
speak Khmer either. I'm told. The author's' own Preface 
starts: “Undoubtedly the 'Cambodia problem’ has endured 
as a major regional crisis o f the late Twentieth Century, 
one that has drawn in superpowers, concerned regional 
nations and middle-powers alike. In part, the real 
problem—Vietnam's invasion and occupation ofCambodia 
in January, 1979— has been subject to media stereotyping, 
media distortion, the manufacture o f half truths and 
down-right propaganda." (p. vii) The Introduction (p. xi) 
elaborates this view of Indochinese affairs, and lays out 
the plan for a discussion o f academic studies and media 
in a well-known model with which I am not familiar, 
attributed by the authors (p. xv) to Noam Chomsky and
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Edward S. Herman's Manufacturing Consent: The 
Political Economy o f the Mass Media (1988). The 
Introduction also makes it clear that the authors think 
that the excesses o f the Pol Pot regime have been unfairly 
exaggerated (p. xiv). The author twits Ben Kieman's How 
Pol Pot Came to Power (1985) on this point (p. xiv). 1 
checked one o f the claims against Ben Kieman: that in a 
1987 article he "went to great pains to emphasize Ha Noi's 
‘correct-line communism' (p. 141)" The allegation is false, 
and the quotation fabricated. One can understand 
Chomsky getting a little shrill about being dragooned into 
Gunn and Lee's book.
O f interest here: the Preface mentions, on p. viii, an 
“Australia and Vietnam Conference at Macquarie 
University. May 1986."
Chapter headings: The Anglo-Saxon Democracy 
and the SE Asian Neutral : Australia and Cambodia 
(1950-1975); The Making o f  a “New Standard 
C o n sen su sT h e  Vietnam War's Cambodian Legacy 
and Australia Media Politics; The Sideshow That 
Won’t Go Away: The Vietnam War's Cambodian Legacy 
and Australian Media Politics; The Politics o f Aid to 
Indochina; Australia and the Cambodia Genocide 
Question; Reflections on Changes in the Cambodia 
Stalemate (1986-1989): A Return to the “Killing 
Fields" or a “Marketplace" Solution?; The Evans 
Plan on Cambodia (1990): An Australian Solution? 
Notes follow each chapter.
Substantial backmatter. no index. There is a detailed 
Chronology for Cambodia 1941-1991, pp. 314-324. 
based on Craig Etcheson. The Rise and Demise o f  
Democratic Kampuchea, Westview Press. Co.. 1984, 
pp. 229-251: George C. Hildebrand and Gareth Porter. 
Cambodia: Starvation and Revolution, Monthly 
Review Press. London and New York, 1976. pp. 99-104: 
and William Shawcross, Sideshow: Kissinger, Nixon 
and the Destruction o f Cambodia, Fontana. London. 
1980. M ost in te res tin g : a fifty - item  S elect  
Bibliography: Australian Writing on Cambodia, pp. 
325-328, including documentary films. The author 
includes all the authors he criticizes, yielding an English- 
language Southern Hemisphere reading list on the recent 
history o f Cambodia, partial and dated, but still something.
According to the back pages. The Institute o f Asia 
Studies Publications “publishes regular and occasional 
publications in Thai and in English." They include the 
Asian Review, 3/yr. in Thai; Asian Yearbook, in Thai: 
Asian Review , in English 1/yr; and occasional 
publications, mostly in Thai.
Publications in English include four o f interest here: 
Thailand: A First Asylum Country fo r  Indochinese 
Refugees, IAS Monograph No. 038. 1988, by Phuwadol 
Songpraset and Noppawan Chongwatana, US $10: 
Current Vietnamese Economy, Data Bank on Asian 
Countries Series No. 001, 1989, by Yuangrat Wedel, US 
$3: Trends in A S E A N -Indoch inese R ela tions  
Conference Proceedings: Thailand 17-19 August 
1988, IAS Monograph No. 045, 1989, edited by 
Patcharavalai Wongboonsin and Paul Rabe, US $4: and 
Voluntary Repatriation: The Case ofHm ong in Ban 
Vinai, IAS Occasional Paper Series No. 002, by Paul 
Rabe, US $3. Correspondence concerning subscription
should be addressed to: Publications Program. Institute 
o f Asian Studies, Chulalongkorn University, Bangkok 
10330, Thailand.
CAMbRidQE HisTORy SaIe
A  nice catalogue in the mail at the DC office. Titled 
American History: Cambridge University Press, 22 
pages and cover o f enlarged blue detail o f many galleons 
at sea. saddle stitched, 8 1/2 by 11". recycled paper. 
Here's a quick pick o f the books pertinent to or clearly 
inspired by our subject. Prices given represent a 20% 
discount offered through May 31, 1991.
Nations and Nationalism Since 1780: Programme, 
Myth, Reality, by E.J. Hobsbawm, 1990, 199 pp. hard 
33507-8 $15.96, soft 40678-1 $9.95; Unsilent 
Revolution: Television News and American Public 
Life 1948-1990, by Robert Donovan and Ray Scherer, 
hard 41829-1 $39.96, paper 42862-9 $14.36; The 
United States as a Developing Country: Studies in 
U.S. History in the Progressive Era and the 1920s by 
Martin Sklar, 1992, 256 pp. hard 40060-0 $39.96, 
paper 40922-5 $11.16: The United States and the 
Making o f Postwar France 1945-1954, by Irwin M. 
Wall. 1991, 334 pp, hard 40217-4 $47.50: U.S.-Japan 
Alliance Diplomacy 1945-1900, by Roger Buckley. 
Cambridge Studies in International Relations 21. 1991, 
c. 256 pp., 4 line diagrams, hard 35141-3 $39.96. 
Explaining the History of American Foreign Relations, 
editors Michael J. Hogan and Thomas G. Paterson, 
contributors J. Garry Clifford, Alan K. Henrikson, Michael 
J. Hogan, Ole R. Hosti. Michael H. Hunt. Richard H. 
Immerman, Akira Iriye, Melvyn P. Leffler, Thomas J. 
McCormick, Robert J. McMahon. Thomas G. Paterson. 
Stephen Pelz. Louis A  Perez. Jr, Emily S. Rosenberg, 
Mellvin Small, 1991, 272 pp, hard 40383-9 $35.60, soft 
40736-2 $11.16. Beauty, Health and Permanence: 
Environmental Politics in the United States, 1955- 
1985 by Samuel P. Hays. University o f Pittsburgh, 1989, 
638 pp, soft 38923-3 $15.16. Contact Cambridge 
University Press. 40 W 20th St. NY NY 10011-4211. Visa 
and Master, 800-872-7423. ESToffice hours. Continental 
shipping: $2 for first book, 75 cents for each extra.
CAMpAiqN SONQWRiTER
A New York Times obit. Friday. April 19, 1991. lost 
the page number, for Jack Yellen. who wrote lyrics for 
songs including "Happy Days Are Here Again." Bob Buyer 
o f the Buffalo News, a friend o f the family, is a contact. 
Mr. Yellen wrote the song in 1929 with Milton Ager. It 
became the campaign song o f the Democratic Party. Does 
anyone know how that happened? Buyer said Yellen 
considered himselfa Republican. Well, gee, in New Haven 
when you call up to ask your committeeman for a favor, 
he doesn't ask you if you consider yourself a Democrat, 
he asks you if you are registered to vote with the party. 
Yellen was born in Poland, grew up in Buffalo, and 
graduated University o f Michigan in 1913. He was on the 
board o f Ascap, 1951-1969.
14
SpRlNQ, 1992 ViET Nam  G en eratio n ,  Inc. VoltlME 4 NllMbER 1-2
CARlislE ANd SUMMERS
In January I needed some help on the exact military 
career o f magazine editor Harry Summers, so I phoned 
the Department o f the Army's U.S. Army Military History 
Institute, Carlisle Barracks. Carlisle. PA 17013-5008, 
717-245-3611.1 spoke with Sandra Bauriedl. Reference 
Librarian at the Historical Reference Branch. She kindly 
found the dossier the center maintains on Summers, and 
was able to inform me of the man's "career highlights" in 
Korea and Viet Nam. He was an enlisted man and non­
commissioned officer from June 1947-September 1957. 
He was a squad leader. Co. L, 21st Infantry Regiment, in 
Korea 1950-1. He returned to the U.S. Then from 
September 1963—February 1964 he was assistant J3 
Operations at the NCO Academy, 7th Infantry Division, 
Korea. From February 1964 to October 1964 he was CO, 
7th Administration company. 7th Division, Korea. He 
served in Viet Nam February 1966—June 1966, as 
Assistant J3 Operations, 2nd Field Force. In June- 
December 1966 he was S3 1st Battalion 2nd Infantry 
Regiment, 1st Infantry Division. Viet Nam. From January 
1967-June 1967 he was Assistant J3 Operations 2nd 
Field Force. Viet Nam. From July 1974-May 1975 he 
served as Chief o f Negotiations, U.S. Delegation, Four 
Party Joint Military Team, Viet Nam. He retired as full 
colonel.
Sorry I didn't get the stateside stuff. It's all there in 
Carlisle's internal biographical sketch. Give them a visit. 
They’re open Monday-Friday, 8 a.m to 4:30 pm, except 
federal holidays. Ms. Bauriedl sent along the Institute’s 
brochure. It details their phenomenal holdings relating to 
U.S. Army personnel and activities. If you're seriously 
interested you should get your own copy. Bob Brigham, 
History, University of Kentucky tells me that the Barracks 
have some travel funds available for outside researchers. 
He recommends the staff, facility and collection highly.
C IaucJe CockbuRN DishEs D onaI cJ 
K aqan
A lexander C ockbu rn 's dad C laude was an 
international journalist in the days when that crew 
included Ernest Hemingway and James Thurber and 
Ben Hecht. Back then they were real reporters—the 
elegant Scots agent Bruce Lockhardt and super-cynic 
WWI vet William Bolitho. Your basic rewrite man at the 
copy desk had an opinion about versification in Hesiod, 
because he was a nit-picking son-of-a-bitch and he liked 
poetry, so the reading public wasn't at the mercy o f every 
academic bully who could read Greek and issue a press 
release about how a college course on Mediterranean war 
literature will keep the yellow menace at bay. Cockburn's 
memoirs are a scream, especially the beginning chapters 
where he talks about how his father and uncles managed 
to administer the British Empire without believing in it. 
From A Discord o f Trumpets: The Autobiography o f a 
Legendary Newspaperman Who Is Named Claude 
Cockbum, Simon and Schuster, New York. 1956:
“This English genius for harmony stayed with 
us all the way. and it was nearly at its best when 
it had to harmonize the view of life expressed by 
such ancient and uninhibited Levantines as 
Euripides with the way we ought to feel now. 
The harmonizers had a powerful ally, namely. 
Professor Gilbert Murray, whose translations 
of the poet Euripides were at this precise period 
sweeping the circulating libraries and the 
women's clubs, and for good reason—because 
they proved that, basically, and allowing a little 
bit here and a little bit there, the great classics 
o f any age, including that savagely knife- 
wielding intellectual giant Euripides, felt— if 
you really got them talking—just about the way 
people felt and talked at a dons' tea party on 
Boars Hill. It went down well, if you could 
swallow it at all.
One of our classics masters was a man of 
independent mind, and he said all this sort of 
thing was tosh. He said it did not matter much 
whether you understood Euripides or not— 
after all, he used to say with an ugly sneer (the 
mere result, his enemies declared, o f an early 
scar at the battle o f Mons), ‘the man's dead and 
gone. The only important thing is to realize that 
whether you understand him or not, at least he 
was saying something very different from 
everything you have been taught to think, and 
if you want to know what that thing is, well, go 
ahead and read him.'
The orthodox view, however—acted upon, 
though never formulated in so many words— 
was that the literature and history o f the past 
ought to be regarded rather in the light o f a 
supply depot or ammunition dump from which 
is to be drawn whatever may be from time to 
time needed to reinforce the opinions, ambitions 
and policies o f the present.
In other words, history becomes a kind of 
myth, devised today, revised tomorrow, to suit 
today’s and tomorrow's purposes. From this 
viewpoint it is immaterial to speculate as to 
how many people in Sparta really had the 
virtues which are called Spartan. What Sparta 
is for is to teach people to keep a stiff upper lip 
when the fox club starts gnawing at their 
stomachs. No need to wonder what the Romans 
were really like: the job of ancient Rome was to 
inspire the organizers o f the British Empire.
It would be interesting to see a given period— 
say, the Victorian age—analyzed in terms o f its 
attitude to previous periods of history. Who 
and what were its heroes in the past—not 
individuals only, but heroes in the shape of 
ideologies, maxims, and prejudices? Or one 
could examine the successive editions of the 
Encyclopedia Britannica, from the first to 
the latest, trace through them the changing 
treatment of a few o f the subjects dealt with in 
all editions, and thereby construct a mirror of 
the period in which each edition was published."
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ColuivibiA Boo k S aI e
Another sale catalogue in the mail at the DC office. 
1992 Columbia Book Sale, 32 pp. saddle stitched. 8 1/ 
2 by 11'. red-trimmed black and white photo cover o f six 
books, six dollar bills, and a variety o f change including 
Mercuiy dimes showing both faces and bust, two St. 
Gaudens pieces showing Liberty, two JFK dollars, bust 
showing, and at least one buffalo nickel, Indian side up, 
and whatever coin it is with a bust o f Ben Franklin, a coin 
1 can't place showing a figure walking through a gate, as 
well as contemporary nickels, dimes, quarters and 
pennies. Only book title shown in full on cover is A. H. 
Saxon's P.T. Bamum: The Legend and the Man. Nice 
touch. Prices good through July 31, 1992. Some picks:
American Myth and the Legacy ofVietnam, by John 
Heilman. 241 pp. blurbed by Robert D. Schulzinger,, CU 
8780 $18.00; The Creation o f Tomorrow: Fifty Years 
ofMagazine Science Fiction, by Paul A. Carter, blurbed 
by Isaac Asimov. CU2108 $15.50; An Introduction to 
Vietnamese Literature, Maurice M. Durand and Nguyen 
Tran Huan. 213 pp. "from earliest times to 1975", CU8527 
$16.00 ; Ethnic Associations and the Welfare State: 
Services to Immigrants in Five Countries, edited by 
Shirley Jenkins, 300 pp. CU 6907 $5.00: The Crisis o f  
Power: Foreign Policy in the Kissinger Years, by 
Seyom Brown, 170 pp.. CU 2647 $5.00; Land, Labor, 
and Rural Poverty: Essays in Development Economics, 
by Pranab K. Bardhan, blurbed by J1 o f Economic 
Literature, 252 pp. CU 3886 $7.00; Henry Kissinger, 
Doctor o f Diplomacy, by Robert D. Schulzinger, 291 pp, 
blurbed by Stephen E. Ambrose, CU9529 $20.00; 
Mercedes in Peace and War: German Automobile 
Workers, 1903-1945, by Bernard P. Bellon. 356 pp, 
photos, blurbed by New York Review of Books, CU8565 
$29.50: Under the Shadow of War: Fascism, Anti- 
Fascism, 6i Marxists 1918-1939, by Larry Ceplair, 261 
pp. CU5329 $14.00; Industry Politics: Industry and 
Politics in the Third Reich, by John Gillingham. 183 
pp, CU2605 $10.00: Humanity in Warfare, try Geoffrey 
Best. 400 pp. blurbed by the American Historical Review, 
CU159X $17.00; Iraq Between the Two World Wars: 
The Creation and Implementation o f  a Nationalist 
Ideology, by Reeva S. Simon. 240 pp, CU0742 $15.00; 
Because o f  Their Faith: CALCAV and Religious 
Opposition to the Vietnam War, by Mitchell K. Hall, 
231 pp, blurbed by Lawrence Wittner at SUNY Albany, 
CU140X $16.00: Making History: The American Left 
and the American Mind, by Richard Flacks, UC Santa 
Barbara, CU8327 $28.00; John F. Kennedy and the 
Second Reconstruction, by Carl M. Brauer, 396 pp, 
blurbed by American Historical Review, CU376X paper 
$14.50; Nixon's Good Deed: Welfare Reform, by 
Vincent and Vee Burke, 243 pp, blurbed by Abraham 
Ribicoff, CU850X $5.00; Deterrence in American 
Foreign Policy by Alexander George and Richard Snoke, 
666 pp.. Bancroft winner. CU8380 paper $5.00; George 
F. Kennan: Cold War Iconoclast, by Walter L. Hixson, 
382 pp, Bernath prize. New Republic blurb. CU8948 
$15.00; Another Part o f  the Fifties, 320 pp. illus. by
Paul A  Carter, a personal favorite. CU2227 $15.50: The 
Emergence o f Japan's Foreign Aid Power, by Robert 
M. Orr, Jr, 192 pp, Mayayoshi Ohira Award, blurbs from 
Far Eastern Economic Review and Japan Times, CU0462 
$24.50: Japan's Road to the Pacific War: Selected 
Translations from  Taiheiyo senso e no michi: kaisen 
gaiko shi, edited by James William Morley: The Fateful 
Choice: Japan's Advance into Southeast Asia 1939- 
1941, CU8041 $24.00 and Japan Erupts, CU7822 
$22.00; Untold Lives: The First Generation o f American 
Women Psychologists, by Elizabeth Scarborough (is 
that the SF author?) and Laurel Furumoto, 236 pp., 
blurbed by Mary B. Parlee, CU1557 paper $12.00; 
Wheeling and Dealing: An Ethnography o f  an Upper 
Level Drug Dealing and Smuggling Community, by 
Patricia Adler, 175 pp, blurbed by Contemporary 
Sociology, CU0160 paper $13.00; White Racism: A 
Psychohistory, by Joel Kovel. 301 pp, blurbed byTelos, 
CU7962 $19.00; The World War H Combat Film: 
Anatomy o f a Genre, by Jeanine Basinger, 373 pp, 
blurbed by Film Quarterly, CU9523 $24.50. Contact 
Columbia University Press, 136 South Broadway, 
Irvington, NY 10533. 914-591-9111. 24 hours 7 days, 
“give operator code SPG-92A", VISA Mastercard, American 
Express, FAX914-591-9201. Postage and handling: $3.50 
up to $50 ofbooks. $6.50 up to $100, $10.00 over $100.
C om ics Prom  K orean War
[speaking o f 1952... ] An important part o f the 
Republican campaign was the use o f visual 
aids as used by advertising agencies. A series 
o f film strips with record synchronized narration 
was produced with such titles as 'Korea—The 
Price o f Appeasement' or ‘America's Creeping 
Socialism' and which were shown before 
gatherings which would not have been reached 
by any formal campaign oratory such as service 
clubs, church groups, and em ployee 
organizations. The strips could be presented by 
anyone, not necessarily a political speaker, 
and by lending projectors many firms made a 
campaign contribution to the GOP. Another 
genre were political comic books. A  favorite 
issue was the spine-chilling stoiy From Yalta 
to Korea which explained the Tragedy that 
has cost over 100,000American casualties and 
countless billions of dollars." The dramatis 
personae of the great betrayal were Hiss, Owen 
Lattimore, and Acheson. The reasons for Korea 
lay 'in seven years of little noticed events . . . 
Stalin met Roosevelt and Churchill at Yalta. 
Representing the United States were Roosevelt, 
Byrnes, Stettinius, and a man named A ger 
H iss.. .  When President Truman later checked 
Roosevelt's personal files, he discovered a 
startlingdocument that would eventually wreck 
the peace.. .’Through such means many ofthe 
'stay-at-homes'were given the Republican case 
against the Democrats.
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From page 394, in chapter 21. “The Fall o f the 
Democrats" in Korea: The Limited War, by David Rees. 
Penguin Books, Baltimore, 1964. first published by St. 
Martin's Press, printed in the U.S. by Kingsport Press. 
453 pp., substantial appendices, acknowledgments, 
glossary o f abbreviations, and index, $2.45. Many military 
release photos, including headshots. Full page photo 
facing title page is "President Truman and General 
MacArthur during the Wake Island meeting, 15 October 
1950, the only occasion on which the two men met." 
Dedicated to Margie and Goronwy Rees. Author's bio: DR 
was bom in 1928, and graduated from University College. 
Swansea, in 1952. He is a free-lance writer and frequent 
contributor to the Guardian and the Spectator. He lives 
in Kensington, England and is also the author o f Age o f  
Containment: The Cold War." Paperback is labelled, 
“Political Science." Cover design by George Klauber o f one 
brush-calligraphed ideogram over another, separated by 
a map border. The top character revealr a yellow five- 
point star, the bottom one the UN logo.
C orrection  ancJ A po loqy
Correction from Carolyn Haynes. Refugee 
Assistance Program. Jewish Employment and Vocation 
Service, 1845 Walnut Street. 7th Floor, Philadelphia, PA 
19103-4707, 215-854-1800, ext. 1847: It was great to 
relive our SEASSI experience by readingyour notes in the 
Newsletter (Vol 3 No.3). One problem: in Malaysia I 
worked as teacher and counselor in an education program 
for Vietnamese refugees in a camp run by the Malaysian 
Red Crescent Society. The only thing 1 managed during 
those two years was to keep relatively sane. Thanks for 
making the correction. Nice talking to you the other day. 
Keep in touch.
Apology from Dan Duffy: I'm real sorry about that.
1 wrote the article from my memory o f the summer's 
gossip. I also said that The Tenderloin Times publishes 
in English, Viet. Khmer, and Thai, and now Dana Sachs 
tells me it really publishes in English. Viet. Khmer, and 
Lao. I hope I didn't peg anyone else wrong.
REMAiNdERS
Great buys from Daedalus Books. They buy classy 
remainders and sell them cheap The entire remainders 
business was created when the Supreme Court ruled that 
the value o f warehoused books cannot be depreciated in 
calculatinga publisher's tax, which just abouteliminated 
the bacldist as a feature o f intellectual life. Anyway, here 
are:
Lipstick Traces: A Secret History o f the Twentieth 
Century, byGreil Marcus, from Harvard U. Press, by the 
rock and roll writer, about life the universe and everything, 
496 pp, 1989, #11042 hard $9.98; Lost in Seoul and 
Other Discoveries on the Korean Peninsula, by 
Michael Stephens. Random House. 238 pp, 1990, #10404 
hard $3.98; In Country: Bobbie Ann Mason, Harper/
QPB, 245 pp, 1985, #10251 paper $2.98: Praises and 
Dispraises: Poetry and Politics, the Twentieth 
Century, by Terrence Des Pres. Viking. 246 pp. 1988, 
# 10013 hard $3.98; Flights o f Passage: Reflections of 
a World War Two Aviator, by Samuel Hynes. Naval 
Institute Press. 270 pp. 1988, #90891 hard $3.98; War; 
Ends and Means, by Paul Seabury and Angelo Codevilla, 
Basic Books, 306 pp. 1989. # 10887 hard $6.98: TheVoice 
o f the Poor: Essays in Economic and Political 
Persuasion, by John Kenneth Galbraith, Harvard U. 
Press, 88 pp. 1982, #00973 hard $2.98: The Paper: The 
Life and Death o f the New York Herald Tribune", by 
Richard Kluger, Vintage, 799 pp.. 1989, #10450 paper 
$3.98. Passion o f Youth: An Autobiography, by 
Wilhelm Reich, Farrar. Straus, and Giroux, 178 pp. 
1988, #10561 hard $3.98. includes Reich's four years in 
the military.
The blurb writers in this catalogue not only describe 
the books helpfully, they identify themselves: Robin 
Moody and Helaine Harris. They also select the books. 
Contact Daedalus Books. PO Box 91323, Hyattsville, MD 
20781-0932, 800-395-2665 9 AM—6 PM ESTM-F, Visa. 
Mastercard, American Express.
D icky  ChApEllE
A press release in from Ballantine/Del Rey/Fawcett/ 
Ivy, 201 - E 50lh St NY NY 10022, Publicity Director Carol 
Fass. Review Copies 212-572-2713, in West Coast Cities 
con tact Liz Williams at 310-452-6690 for Fire in the Wind: 
The Life o f  Dicky Chapelle, by Roberta Ostroff. Blurbs 
from Publisher's Weekly, ALA Booklist, and Kirkus. It's a 
Ballantine Books Hardcover with a pub. date March 9, 
1992. $21.00, 432 pp. 345-36274-8. A photo o f the cover 
o f the dustjacket shows a young girl at home, with an 
insert o f a mature woman in a war correspondent outfit 
wading a river.
The reason this book isn't a memoir is that the 
subject stepped on a mine in Viet Nam, or someone near 
her stepped on one, or she was nearby when someone 
command-detonated one, or maybe it wen t off by mistake 
in the back of a truck—the release doesn't specify. It does 
say that Chapelle was the only woman correspondent to 
die in that war (unlikely: maybe the only credentialed 
Western one to actually die violently in-country) and that 
she also covered the fighting at Iwo Jima, Europe just 
after the Allied Occupation. 1956 in Hungary, the rise of 
Fidel, and more fighting in Korea. Lebanon, and Laos. 
She was jailed in Budapest for smuggling medicine. She 
liked jumping out o f airplanes. She was a pilot. She wore 
fatigues, a bush hat. big glasses, and pearl earrings to all 
these places. Sounds like someone who never got over 
WWII. but I’d sure like to know more about her. The 
biographer. Roberta Ostroff is ajoumalist and screenwriter 
with unspecified credits in USA Today, Rolling Stone. 
and Reader's Digest, and has something to do with the 
American Film Institute.
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Dr. RlitN ThoiviAs
From an In Memoriam article on page 5 o f the Owl &• 
Spade, 1990-1991 Honor Roll from Warren Wilson 
College, 701 Warren Wilson Road, Swannanoa, North 
Carolina, 28778-2099: Dr. Ruth Thomas, wife o f Dr. 
Howard Thomas, died September 10. Mrs. Thomas was 
supervisor o f obstetrics in Englewood Hospital in New 
Jersey and a Presbyterian missionary in Yunan Province, 
China. She was supervisor o f the American School USAID 
Mission in Vientiane, Laos. She was nurse director o f 
Ithaca School o f Practical Nursing in New York and a 
professor in the College o f Human Ecology at Cornell 
University. She is survived by nieces and nephews and 
her many friends at Warren Wilson."
Warren Wilson, right next to where Black Mountain 
College used to be, started as the Asheville Farm School. 
It has become a top-notch institution, with obviously 
well-educated alumni active in all kindsofsolid, innovative, 
and internationalist good works. The same In Memoriam 
page has a notice o f Jose Chuquin '75, a field director o f 
World Vision International, shot and killed on May 17 in 
Lima, Peru with Norm Tat tersall, assistant vice president 
for Latin America.
FiNdiNQ S er v ic e  BuddiES
From David Willson—Contributing Editor.
How to Locate Anyone Who is or Has Been in the 
Military, by Lt. Col. Richards. Johnson. Ft. Sam Houston, 
Texas. 1991. 4th edition, completely revised. Soft cover, 
5 1/2x8 1/2, viii + 160 pp. Indexed. Cost: $12.95+ 3.05 
p & h. Order from: Military Information Enterprises. P.O. 
Box 5143, Burlington. NC 27216.
Lt. Col. Richard S. Johnson has written an inspiring 
book. That is a special accomplishment for the "HowTo" 
genre. Col. Johnson's book has motivated me after twenty- 
five years o f brooding about it to take steps to locate my 
army buddies, Ed Chenoweth and Charles Bryant. I've 
written two books about our U.S. Army exploits in 
Vietnam. 1966-67 (REM F Diary  and The REMF  
Returns, Black Heron Press) and have spent hundreds of 
hours thinking about them and wishing I could sit down 
with them and talk about our tour o f duty together in the 
Republic o f South Vietnam. I have even thought (hat if I 
could locate them a book might be written by the three of 
us about our separate lives since Vietnam, and the 
impact the war had on our lives. To do this however. Ed 
and Charlie must be found first.
Col. Johnson's book will help all former service men 
and women locate buddies with whom they served or 
people to witness to events for claim substantiation. 
Every conceivable private, federal, and state agency is 
listed in this eleven chapter book. Essentially this is a 
book o f lists and charts, complete with explanations on 
how to use the information. Chapter One deals with 
social security numbers and service numbers: Chapter 
Two with APO and FPOs; Chapter Three with Reserve and 
National Guard; Chapter Four with Retired members o f 
the armed forces: Chapter Five with veterans: Chapter
Six with obtaining military records; Chapter Seven, how 
to locate anyone; Chapter Eight with military reunions; 
Chapter Nine the use o f state government records; Chapter 
Ten with location o f the deceased; and Chap ter Eleven, as 
a last resort the author himself can be hired to use his 
considerable expertise in location. The primary service 
Col. Johnson's book performs is to put in one place lists 
o f addresses and other information necessary for location, 
and to explain precisely and clearly what steps to follow.
After reading Col. Johnson's book, I am convinced 
that he has made it possible for me to locate army buddies 
1 have been thinking and writing about since 1967. With 
the information I have on my friends (their names, army 
service numbers, as well as their home towns and 
addresses in 1967) Col. Johnson assures the reader that 
by following his clearly outlined procedures those absent 
friends will almost certainly be located. I have already 
initiated action to locate Ed and Charlie, and I am eagerly 
anticipating sitting down with them and talking about 
the ancient events we shared.
jAbiyA D raqonsun
See this poet's “War Song" in the Features section of 
this issue. 1 heard Dragonsun perform the work at the 
Addison Gallery. Phillips Academy, Andover on the 
occasion o f the opening reception o f William Short and 
Willa Seidenberg's “A  Matter o f Conscience" and Le Tri 
Dung’s T h e  Black Paintings.” The artists asked the poet 
to read at the party after the reception. Dragonsun is a 
practiced entertainer, a passionate speaker with a full 
dynamic range, bold to exploit pause and repetition and 
melody to get his poetry over. Dao Tam Chau translated 
for Le Tri Dung. They both wept through the poem and 
rushed to embrace Dragonsun afterwards. Le stayed by 
him for hours. The three later visited Washington DC 
together, with Short and Seidenberg. The poet hopes to 
visit the painter in Ha Noi, where they could work 
together on a book o f poems and pictures. As it happens, 
Le fought in tanks, and Dragonsun fought against tanks 
nearPlei Ku. But that'sjusta war story. It was clearat the 
gallery that the two men connect strongly, and I hope they 
work together soon.
I have in my hands Hit Parade, Dragonsun's 
collection o f poems, available from him at 8322 Williams 
Ave. Philadelphia. PA 19150. 215-247-9579. In The 
Tradition Press PO Box 58142, Phila. PA 19102-8142 
published it in 1989. but they passed on and gave 
Dragonsun the press run and galleys. There are 32 pages, 
with about that many poems, edited by Zulma Gonsalez- 
Parker, saddle-bound in a green card cover, with cover 
art by Ian McFarlane and a back cover photo o f Dragonsun 
by Patented Photos. The volume is dedicated to Frankie 
Boyce, dead in Viet Nam. On the page after the dedication 
there is a “Catharsis," where Dragonsun reveals that he 
was bom Julius Nathaniel Williams, Jr. and went by 
Ebok during his nineteen months in Bravo Company and 
Delta Company. First o f the Eighth Infantry, Fourth 
Infantry Division. I'm just gleaning facts, ma'am— 
Dragonsun speaks here o f pain and love and I’m not going 
to summarize it. In a "Foreward," the Philadelphia vet
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poet and no-bullshit connoisseur of his colleagues W.D. 
Ehrhart recommends Dragonsun's poems as an 
“auspicious beginning for a man who has much of value 
to say." Ehrhart especially cites the poems “Only Eighteen" 
and “Peace is an Unborn Child."
I can't think o f a quick comment about the passionate 
and imperative poems o [HitParade. Ifyou read vet poets 
you should read Dragonsun. Checkout "War Song" in the 
Features section, imagine a man using that text in a 
large room, then write off for the book.
In the poet's words.
His life started in January o f 1968, when he set 
foot on Viet Nam's southern ground. He is one 
o f many people who have taught themselves to 
read and write with little or no help. He has 
written collections of poetry and has begun a 
series o f short stories. He has worked as 
photojournalist and commercial photographer 
most o f his life. He plans on returning to Viet 
Nam as part o f his life's goals in order to 
connect with a part o f life he left behind, his 
unknown spirit, as well as to photograph insect 
life, plant life, and nature in general. His poetry 
has been published in the Philadelphia 
Tribune, The Chiron Review, Big Hammer 
Magazine, and at the First World Forum. He 
has read at the Peoples Book Store, the 
University o f PA. Bacchanal's, The Middle East 
Club, The North Star Bar. Gloria's Jazz Club. 
Godfrey Daniel's, Zone One Gallery, The Afro- 
American Historical Museum. The Bird o f 
Paradise (Nisa Ra’s International Boutique and 
Gallery), and many other places in the 
Philadelphia area. He was bom on June 12, 
1949, the year o f the Bull. He describes his 
reading o f poetry as words in motion. He says 
that reading poetry is to be heard by ears but 
to read with motion and passion is to be felt by 
all spirits.
D r y  CRik R eview
John Dofflemyer sent us two issues of his poetry 
magazine, the central voice o f the Cowboy Poetry 
movement, "dedicated to the well-erafled and artful 
insights of a disappearing breed of men and women." All 
the poems have a single speaker with a well-defined 
moral sense who exhibits a desire to be terse and yet hold 
the reader's attention, to be innovative in diction while 
remaining modestly plainspoken. That's the ballpark 
where the poets play their different positions. Dofilemyer's 
poets write o f life West o f the Mississippi in a way that 
isn’t mythmaking Zane Grey or revisionist Lariy McMurtry, 
but just personal takes by performers coping with the 
contemporary world from a stance o f tradition. The lyrics 
have no obvious resemblance to Country & Western 
lyrics o f any kind, by the way, or even to the Austin 
songwriters like Townes Van Zand t. I don’t know Western 
ballads, but maybe there's some connection there. I know 
a lot o f the poets are musicians as well. They sing and tell
jokes as well as recite at their Gatherings.
1 have in my hands Winter 1991 and Winter 1992 
(Vol. 2. No. 1). Both are 48 pp. saddle stitched, made by 
folding 8 1 /2 by 11 inch paper once, with a stiff cover, 
both covers illustrated by Leslie Fry with a pen-and-ink 
landscape. The inside front cover o f the '91 issue lists 8 
cowboy poetry "Gatherings", and the inside back cover 
lists books (and tapes, I think) o f about twenty poets, 
available from The Western Folklife Center. P.O. Box 888, 
Elko, Nevada. 89801, 702-738-7508. including Rod 
McQueary’s Chicken Ranch. In this listing, each poet is 
identified with his town and Western state. On the last 
two pages o f the Winter '92 issue there are contributors' 
notes, called “The Remuda", where many o f the poets 
listed offer books for sale. Each issue presents about 20 
poets, with the name o f each poet handily printed as a 
header on the pages with his or her poetiy. Women poets 
are strongly represented, with a rough gender parity in 
the Winter '92 issue.
Each issue opens with a thoughtful, detailed essay 
from the editor about the poets featured. In the W inter'92 
issue Dofflemyer says that Jo Ann Mapson o f Orange 
Coast College is working on a collection of essays about 
cowboy poets. There are strong thematic ties between 
cowboy poetry and poetry by U.S. vets. There's the matter 
o f trying toapply values from an idealized U.S. wayoflife 
to the contemporary world, and the matter o f the sort of 
people who become infantry publishing poetry. As far as 
straight personnel involvement goes. Dofflemyer publishes 
vet poets Rod McQueaiy and Bill Jones in both o f these 
issues. He plans to publish a collection o f these two poets' 
work, and then perhaps to try to interest a larger house 
in publishing a collection o f several vet poets associated 
with Cowboy Poetry. Jones said in phone conversation of 
March 2. 1991 that Dofflemyer plans to call the Jones/ 
McQueary book Blood Trail, after the Jon Glade poem. 
McQueaiy tells me that there are about 90 Gatherings 
each year. The biggest, always the last week in January 
at Elko, Nevada, brings in more than 10,000 people. They 
will stand in line for two hours to pay $15 to hear four 
poets and a singer. Bill Jones says, and line up after the 
show to buy books. John claims a circulation o f about 
400 copies of each issue so far, and from the harried tone 
of his letter and the facts as 1 have heard them I bet that 
he is hitting a wave and will soon be serving a substantial 
audience. Join up: Dry Crik Press, P.O. Box 51. Lemon 
Cove, CA93244. $20 for four issues, individual copies $6. 
Both submissions and requests for information should 
include SASE.
ENcycLopediA o f  A sso ciatio n s
Do Le Chau was surprised to hear that Viet Nam 
Generation, Inc. is an all-volunteer operation. He 
expressed surprise at the number ofvoluntary associations 
in the U.S. They have volunteer fire companies in Viet 
Nam. but that's about it. 1 explained to Do that there is a 
great big two volume book in any good U.S. library called 
the Encyclopedia o f  Associations, containing 22,389 
entries, most o f them volunteer. The 1991 E o f A  has a
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great quote on a frontispiece: “In 1830, the French 
statesman and author Alexis de Tocqueville observed 
that, 'Americans o f all ages, all stations of life, and all 
types o f dispositions are forever forming associations. 
There are not only commercial and industrial associations 
in which all take part, but others o f a thousand different 
types—religious, moral, serious, futile, very general and 
very lim ited, im m ensely large and very m inute." 
Encyclopedia o f Associations, Gale Research Inc, a 
subsidiary o f Thompson Corp, 835 Penobscot Bldg, 
Detroit. Michigan. 48226-4094, 800-877-4253.
THe  Vie t  Naim Ne w s I e t t e r
Mathilde Genovese, editor and publisher, sent a few 
copies o f this semi-monthly publication for people 
interested in doing business in Viet Nam. These issues 
(Jan 1,15, and Feb 15. 1992) are even more substantial 
and detailed than the one Barbara Cohen passed on to me 
for review in issue 3:3. Six pages include highlights 
drawn from the Asian press on politics and business 
conditions concerning Viet Nam, background essays 
such as “Overview o f the Ministry o f Construction," 
o rgan iza tion a l tab les o f  key VN m in istr ies , 
announcements, charts o f investment and official land 
rent rates. For me to summarize this kind o f information 
would be either tedious or tantalizing for the reader, and 
perhaps improper. If you’re interested, get a sample copy 
and check it out. I should say for scholars that the 
January 15, 1992 issue, page 251, has “The U.S. 
'Roadmap'" for normalization with Viet Nam, provided by 
the Indochina Project (Washington, DC). I f that’s 
proprietary information, it belongs to every U.S. citizen, 
so call the Indochina Project for your own copy or bug me 
to print it here.
Ms. Genovese also kindly sent along xeroxes o f four 
intriguing book covers: Insight Guides: Viet Nam; 
Introduction to Viet Nam, by Jacques Nepote and 
Xavier Guillaume: Guide to Doing Business in Viet 
Nam, by Chu Van Hop, CCH International, “ the 
information professionals": and Importing From Viet 
Nam: A  buyer's manual fo r  selecting suppliers, 
negotiating orders and arranging methods o f  
paymentfor more profitable purchasing. Trade Media 
Ltd. “publishers o f the Asian Sources Group o f trade 
magazines."
Contact: Mathilde L. Genovese, Editorand Publisher. 
The Viet Nam Newsletter, Kingship Ltd, Room 2101, 
Causeway Bay Centre. 15-23 Sugar St, Causeway Bay. 
Hong Kong, tel (852) 576 8573, Tlx 61584 AHEAD HX. 
FAX (852) 576-8846. Subscription costs US $650/yr (20 
issues plus 2 indices).
BUcky Hix on Bill Shields
A young friend of the poet writes:
Bill Shields is a Vietnam veteran. A  man who witnessed 
and participated in more bloodshed than the most 
notorious serial killer. He died in the jungle o f Viet Nam
at the age o f 19. The ghost o f his soul haunts these 127 
poems. The pages of this work bleed, the severed fingers 
gouge your eyes, the endings stop your heart. When you 
open this book you pry open a coffin. The narrator is a 
corpse, blue-lipped and smiling, puffing a cigarette. Your 
cowardice is soon to be exposed. You will shrink before 
these lines that drop like young troopers with sucking 
chest wounds.
one hit to the body
I've watched the faces grind away my life 
those looks that never forgot My Lai
never forgot the Buddhist monk burning in the 
streets o f Saigon
the napalm that burned the parents o f their
newly-bought
Amerasian child
well, fuck’em
they should've-been on the other side o f the tv 
glass
where the pain turned a man's skin inside out
& no one
ever
reported that
There is also a dark and biting humor. A horse 
laughter resigned to its fate. The eyes witnessing the 
unending horror do not blink. There is no flinching or 
partial survival on this bum ingjoum ey through Hell. The 
napalm charred bodies that fall into your arms are your 
friends, your wife and children. To the insightful reader 
Viet Nam quickly becomes a harrowing metaphor for life.
peer group
me & the boys got the highest rate 
o f alcoholism & drug abuse & divorce 
& mental illness & suicide 
than any other group in America 
It's good to see us win 
for a change
Bill Shields is perhaps the greatest living writer I have 
ever read. His life's experience was not sought— it was 
imposed on him. For sheer reality and beauty there is no 
comparison. Subject matter is not what grants this work 
immortality. For many the Viet Nam experience is tired or 
does not concern them in the least. Tours ofV iet Nam do 
not grant one literary or poetic gifts. Bill Shields has made 
a pilgrimage to the darkest comers o f the universe. He 
has marched far beyond the realm ofViet Nam. Out there 
where the casualties o f 20 years ago still speak in his 
nightmares. He shares cigarettes and beers with them as 
elegantly as he shares his blood and grief. Ultimately 
transcending the void between life and death.
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nothing left
there are the months the war grinds 
quietly & forgotten in my mind 
the nights sleep quicidy without blood— 
screaming nightmares chilling the bed 
as the sounds o f death rattle like white noise 
there are quiet times
yet I'll be standing in line at the super market
staring at the back o f the stranger in front
o f me & see a round
splatter his head like a melon
hit by a sledgehammer
& I understand that
too
This book is not for everyone. No more than a loaded 
gun is. This honesty cannot be digested or forgotten. 
Contact: 2.13.61 Publications. POBox 1910, Ins Angeles. 
CA 90068) 1991. 68pp. $7 paper. From Blacky Hix. 
January 16, 1992, PO 8347, Ann Arbor MI 48107.
Icarus
Subtitled. New Writing From Around the World.
Patra McShary, the commissioning editor o f this 
outstanding quarterly for young people, had the good 
taste to solicit the poet Huynh Sanh Thong for work. 
Huynh is busy finishing his book on the origins of 
thought, language and culture in the symbol o f the 
mother/snake. so he passed her letter on to me. After 
working in really awful politics from 1948 to 1966. Huynh 
is convinced that the only hope for the world lies in 
educating the young, so he thinks well o f this publication. 
Icarus “features fiction and photo essays by established 
and emerging contemporary writers and photographers 
from around the world" to inspire young Americans to 
take a more active interest in world events. There are 
about twelve articles and 176 pages each issue. The 
issues are aimed at young adults, as in Young Adult 
Fiction, but I’m 32 and I enjoy their contents veiy much.
Icarus looks like Granta, and the contents are 
similar in that they address intimate concerns in settings 
strongly affected by politics, except that Icarus carries 
less o f a burden to be clever. All articles are first 
publications in English. Abioand photo o f each contributor 
precedes each article. Icarus is 5 3/4 by 8 1/4, accepts 
no advertising, weighs 10 oz. and comes out quarterly at 
$8.95/issue. They claim the bookstores and some 
newsstands carry it. but you should subscribe if you 
want it. Call 800-237-9932 or 212-777-3017 from NY. 
The editorial offices are at 29 E 21st St. NY NY 10010. 
212-777-3017. FAX 212-777-0277. The information 
officer is Laurie Stahs at 201 -670-9172. Gina Strazzaboseo 
is the editorial assistant. The publisher is Roger Rosen, 
president o f the Rosen Publishing Group for 10 years. 
The group has been publishing for adolescents since 
1950. Rosen is a “polyglot and committed internationalist." 
He says. “Our magazine givesyoungadults an opportunity 
to read quality writing on topics o f relevance not only to
their lives and futures but to those o f their peers in other 
countries." I recommend that school librarians get a copy 
for inspection.
O f special interest here: the first issue, Winter 1991. 
Teenage Soldiers. Adult Wars. From the barracks to 
the battlefield: New Writing from  around the world 
on the personal experience o f service. The Viet Nam 
War story. “In the Clearing" is from the U.S.. I'm afraid. 
But the author, old Army linguist Robert Olen Butler, 
does speak some Vietnamese at least. The narrator o f “In 
the Clearing" is a Viet in New Orleans, addressing his 
unknown son in Viet Nam. telling him a traditional story 
about a dragon, which the father’s commanding officers 
in ARVN had mocked him for believing. Also o f interest, 
from p. 139 from “Tienanmen Square: A Soldier's Story." 
by Xiao Ye. a pseudonym: "All these traditions were 
intended to foster in us a sense o f honor at being 
revolutionary soldiers: to fan our hatred o f class enemies; 
and to teach us restraint, self-sacrifice, and obedience to 
the Party and the needs of the revolution. It had a 
powerful effect. For instance, in the 1970s China and the 
Soviet Union sent high-range artillery and guided missile 
units to Vietnam to support the Vietcong. During an 
American bombing raid, it was discovered that the Chinese 
artillery had too short a range and could not reach the 
bombers. Destruction over the target area was intense. 
Despite the ineffectiveness o f their weapons, the Chinese 
soldiers continued to fire upward at the American planes, 
shouting quotations from Mao: “Be firm in resolve, don't 
fear sacrifice, push aside all difficulties, fight forvictory!"
Most o f the rest o f the articles also let foreign nationals 
speak for themselves, and. as 1 said. 1 heard o f Icarus in 
the first place because they were looking for Viet authors. 
I also have in hand Apartheid: Calibrations o f Color 
and Planet Earth: Egotists and Ecosystems. Interesting 
future issues include: Live Long Day: Working in the 
World, Border Crossings: Emigration and Exile, and 
East West: Being and Doing.
F rom  t He iNdochiNA A r ts  P r o jec t
Received too late to be timely. I'm afraid. (Newton. MA 
2/24/92)—Visiting art officials from Viet Nam will provide 
the unique opportunity for people in the Boston/Portland 
areas to meet with the artists and officials from Viet Nam 
who were responsible for the organization o f the 
internationally acclaimed art exhibition "As Seen by Both 
Sides," which opened nationally at the Boston University 
Art Gallery in January 1991. The delegation o f four will 
be in Boston: March 11-18 and Portland. Maine: March 
19-22.
In Boston, this delegation will be honored at the 
opening o f "Exchanged Impressions." This exhibit shows 
the Viet half o f a 100 print exhibition that includes 50 
pieces by North American printmakers and 50 pieces by 
Viet printmakers. Showcasing Viet artists from throughout 
Viet Nam, the exhibit opens on Sunday. March 22. from 
2:00 until 4:00 pm at the Lillian Immig Gallery at 
Emmanuel College in Boston, it was jointly organized by 
The Boston Printmakers. the Indochina Arts Project and 
the Fine Arts Association in Ha Noi. At the close o f the
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exhibit in August 1994, the North American portion 
containing over fifty prints by U.S. and Canadian artists, 
will be donated to the National Museum of Fine Arts in Ha 
Noi as a gesture o f friendship. This North American 
portion o f the joint exhibit opened in Ha Noi in August 
1991. Both halves o f the exhibition are being scheduled 
to travel for the next three years.
In Portland Maine a public reception for the exhibition 
and delegation is scheduled at the Baxter Gallery on 
Saturday, March 21, from 5:00 until 7:00 pm The reception 
will be preceded by a panel discussion with members o f 
the delegation and exhibition curator C. David Thomas, 
interviewer, Lois Tarlow and exhibition artist Arnold 
Trachtman. The panel discussion will begin at 2:30 pm 
and will be free and open to the public. The discussion will 
be lead by writer Lady Borton. Numerous other special 
events are being planned in Portland in conjunction with 
the exhibition. For further information about these events, 
please contact Susan Waller at the Baxter Gallery, Portland 
School o f A rt. The exhibition will close in Ho Chi Minh City 
in 1995.
The following is a brief description o f the members o f 
the delegation:
Tran V iet Son, Presiden t o f  the F ine A rts 
Department, Ministry o f Culture, Ha Noi—Tran Viet Son 
is one o f the most respected artists in Viet Nam. His work 
ranges from woodcuts and paintings o f everyday life in 
Viet Nam to sensitive drawings o f American soldiers. 
During the war Son spent considerable time drawing 
American soldiers. Three o f these drawings are in the 
exhibition. Son has been president o f the Fine Arts 
Department since 1989. In his position he oversees all 
the arts throughout Viet Nam. including the visual and 
performing arts.
Vu Giang Huong, Secretary General o f the Fine Arts 
Association, Ha Noi—Huong has also taught at the Fine 
Arts School in Ha Noi. During the war she often took her 
classes on field trips to areas in the Ha Noi/Hai Phong 
area which had been bombed. In addition to sketching 
the damage, they would often assist the soldiers in 
repairing the damage done by the bombing, and hold 
exhibitions o f their art work to raise the morale o f the 
soldiers. Huong has two woodcuts from these trips in the 
exhibition.
Quach Van Phong, Secretary General o f the Fine 
Arts Association. HoChi Minh City— Phong's lacquerand 
gouache paintings are among the finest being done in Viet 
Nam today. As Director o f the Fine Arts Association he is 
also in charge o f a factory to make artists' supplies as well 
as ceramics and lacquerware factories. He has the lacquer 
painting in the exhibition.
Dao Tam Chau is the official interpreter for the Fine 
Arts Department o f the Ministry o f Culture in Ha Noi. His 
English and knowledge o f artistic terms is excellent. He 
travelled to the U.S. in 1988. with the Vice Minister o f 
Culture.
iTTy-biTTy p r e s s e s  t Hat could dERAil
TRAiNS
You gotta respect them
Anyone that puts out a literary magazine with their 
rent & food money is damn sure serious with their vision; 
while I may not agree with them 100% o f every issue, the 
editors o f the small press world are dedicated & driven 
folk.
Their print run is usually under five hundred copies, 
though some go into the thousands, most are in the two 
to five hundred copy range. Distribution is mainly by mail 
& word-of-mouth. Occasionally one will pop up at a local 
bookstore. But not often.
& in the main, they support the writing o f the 
Vietnam Veteran enthusiastically.
Here’s a few worth checking out:
Big Hammer
PO Box 1698
New Brunswick, NJ 08901
Big Scream
2782 Dixie SW
Grandville. MI 49418
Chiron Review
1514 Stone
Great Bend KS 67530
Green Fuse
3365 Holland Dr.
Santa Rosa, CA 95404
Haight Ashbury Literary Journal
Box 15133
San Francisco, CA 94115
Lactuca
PO Box 621
Suffem. NY 10901
Mr. Cogito
3314 SE Brooklyn
Portland. OR 97202
Pearl
303 E. Second St.
Long Beach. CA 90803
Tabula Rasa
4 Marshall Dr.. #15K
Camp Hill. PA 17011
Samples usually run less than five bucks. & if you're 
looking for state-of-the-art poetry and prose, you'll find it 
in their pages. Plus a sense o f immediacy, which is 
refreshing.
Itty-bitty presses with maximum impact.
God love 'em.
By Bill Shields. Contributing Editor.
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J ean-Jacques MaIo W r ites
Here is the information about my translations ofViet 
Nam poetry that you requested. A  selection o f translations 
in French ofV iet Nam poems from Yusef Komunyakaa's 
Dien Cai Dau will appear next summer in issue number 
5 (July 1991) o f Les hommes sans epaules (men without 
shoulders), a new French quarterly literary journal 
published in Paris. Later in 1992. a selection of translations 
in French o f Vietnam poems W.D. Ehrhart, Yusef 
Komunyakaa. Marilyn McMahon. Bill Shields and David 
A. Willson will appear in special issue o f poems by U.S. 
Viet Nam War veterans in the monthly poetry magazine 
La Vague a I'ame, published in Grenoble (French Alps). 
And it's all by J.-J. Malo! I cannot wait for the first 
translations to appear as there is definitively some o f me 
in those! . . .  I am eagerly awaiting your letter in French. 
Amities—Jean Jacques Malo. 4411 Corliss Ave. N. #7. 
Seattle. WA 98103 USA. 206-548-1419.
Whoops
Here’s a handsome book. On Boxing, by Joyce Carol 
Oates, Dolphin/Doubleday. New York. 1987, 118 pp, 
"Acknowledgments" (a ten-item bibliography; there are 
several additional useful citations in the easily-scanned 
text), many fine b & w photos by John Ranard, o f gym. 
locker-room and ring scenes. The text is worked up from 
Oates' articles in the New York Times Magazine June 
16. 1985 and the Ontario Review Fall/Winter 1986. Nice 
cover photo o f champ in white robe exultant, big-eyed 
author head shot on back flap by Jerry Bauer, blurbs 
from Russell Banks. Elizabeth Hardwick. Edward 
Hoagland. Sandra M. Gilbert, and Gay Talese. That 
solemn style o f title. "On XXX,” is simply a cataloguing 
device from Alexandria. The librarian would label the 
scrolls that way. Who knows, maybe our great­
grandchildren will put a Dewey Decimal number on their 
books as a nice touch.
A  blemish on page 65: "The history o f boxing—of 
fighting—in America is very much one with the history of 
the black man in America. It hardly needs be said that the 
armed services o f recent times are comprised, for the 
most part, o f black youths; the majority o f soldiers who 
fought, and died, in Vietnam were black.” I guess she 
means well. Most o f the soldiers who died in Viet Nam 
were Viets. The majority o f the total number o f U.S. 
soldiers who died in Viet Nam plus those who died 
elsewhere o f wounds received in Viet Nam were white. 
Most o f today's U.S. armed services personnel are not 
Afro-American.
What the celebrated fiction writer is getting at is the 
proposition that black Americans died in fighting in Viet 
Nam out o f all proportion to their representation in the 
total U.S. population. For debate and fine points on that 
thesis, see "Age, Ethnicity and Class in the Viet Nam War: 
Evidence from the Casualties File” by Brady Foust and 
Howard Botts, pp. 22-31 in Vol. 3. No. 4 o f this newsletter, 
and David Anderson’s paper at the last SHAFR conference, 
reported by Bob Brigham on page 8 o f Vol. 3. No. 3. If
there's any question in your mind whether a black male 
American is more likely than a white male American to 
have to struggle physically against violent death in order 
to safeguard privileged people, maybe you should get a 
job.
Oates' boxing book isn't bad. but it sure isn't good. It 
does touch on most o f the things you'd want to tell 
someone about boxing, though she passes up the great 
Muhammed Ali anti-war stories for some reason. She 
does harsh on Ali for ducking so much, and retells the 
Graziano stories, so 1 guess she likes brutes. She doesn't 
like New Yorker fight reporter A. J. Liebling's sense of 
humor, so maybe I should play the rest o f this straight 
and hard. The book came out o f the typewriter o f a 
sensitive fan o f professional boxing, with some mindless 
research slapping in titles and authors and numbers 
after her anecdotes and observations. The casualties 
error is just one o f many solemn factoids. There's a riff on 
the economics o f boxing that would make any bookkeeper 
send Oates home for her shopping bag o f receipts. She 
equates winnings with salary, for instance.
Aside from a loose grip on quantity, the rest o f the 
book doesn't do much for me because I don't like watching 
pro boxing. I do like participating in amateur boxing, and 
I dislike authors who figure boxers as the unknowable 
other, who suppose that they themselves, life's authors, 
will never struggle with their bodies against an enemy. 
Most o f us die by accident, disease, or decay, and most 
women and children get beaten up many times, for god's 
sake. We all have to use our bodies in a struggle we lose. 
What's charming about a fighter is that he steps into the 
ringyoungand strong, to fight an enemy he can beat, who 
almost certainly can not give him any injury that a 
month's convalescence won't clear up.
There are gender issues at play in my reporting on 
Oates writing about feeling separate from boxers that 
maybe Cynthia Fuchs could straighten out. There's a 
generational issue, too: the college women I came up with 
can fight if they want to. Kali fought in a martial arts 
movie when she was a teenager, but it wouldn't be fair to 
pretend Oates had that opportunity. That doesn't change 
my basic point—boxing isn't the location o f violence in 
life, but a place to perform limited violence in an attractive 
way. To screw things up more. Oates was lovingly initiated 
as a spectator o f ritual violence by her father, a fight fan, 
a paying subscriber to Ring.
So I'll just use her to stand on and give a speech. The 
physicians o f the American Medical Association want to 
outlaw boxing for the same reason that U.S. journalists 
really think that a terrorist is morally worse than a 
bomber pilot. The terrorist cuts o ff an old man’s head to 
make a point (or to stick it on one), while the bomber pilot 
incinerates whole families as an incident to his mission. 
Jabiya Dragonsun told me last week about riding home 
from Viet Nam speechless besides a flier who was sounding 
off about howawfully violent grunts are. Intent is important 
in the U.S. If you swing on a cop and miss, you’ve still 
assaulted an officer, because you wanted to hit him. In 
Texas, a white man can shoot a man o f any other race for 
just standing on his porch, if the citizen thinks that the 
dead guy intended to break in. Just so. the pilot isn't a 
killer because he doesn't intend to kill.
SpRlNq, 1992 V ie t  Nam G eneration , Inc. V o I ume 4  NuVlbER 1-2
Well, in boxingyou climb into the ring to kill the other 
man with your fists. As it happens, he is trying to do the 
same to you. so there is hardly ever even a nose broken. 
People break major bones on every ski resort every 
weekend, but since the intent in skiing is to spend a lot 
o f money and consume petrochemicals and wilderness 
while achieving an illusion o f individual freedom, skiing 
is not a violent sport. Every game o f football hurts more 
people worse than every boxing card, pro or amateur, but 
the point o f football is to celebrate mindless competition 
and sell advertising, so football is okay.
I don't fight, by the way. I just work out with the guys, 
and go to their matches. I'm a sport, one of the well-to-do 
adventurers like Oates who have always been a part o f 
boxing. See Elliott J. Gorn’s awesome 20th century 
research workup o f 19th century prizefighting, The 
Manly Art (Cornell U Press. 1986). Gorn has a disciple, 
whose name I can’t find, an Afro-American scholar who 
wrote his own overstuffed piece to show that pro fighting 
is not in fact a remunerative enterprise for the black 
community. Honestly, I think the kids in my gym know 
that. They're just trying to have fun in a warm room where 
no one bigger than them is going to hit them, where no 
one has a gun.
There are all kinds o f interesting boxing books, from 
mad compendia to stirring novels, and Oates' essay lists 
a lot o f them. The novel the literati fight aficionados talk 
about the most is Leonard Gardner's Fat City. My 
favorite is The Broken Place (New American Library, 
1968). by tank-town boxer WWII and Korea paratroop vet 
Michael Shaara, who wrote the Pulitzer novel Killer Angels 
(McKay. 1974), about Gettysburg. The Broken Place 
deals with the decade-long fight career and return to life 
o f a BAR man in Korea who decided to stay behind on a 
fallback maneuver, kill a lot o f dinks and die, and 
unfortunately woke up the next morning alive behind a 
pile o f dead people. Boxers and veterans and writers: 
most adults have to work for a living at punishing jobs, 
and most authors don't, and I think there will always be 
books o f problematic charm coming out o f these facts o f 
life.
J on G IacJe W r Ites
4 January'92— My contributor's copies arrived today 
and I was quite impressed. . . I'm proud to have been in 
Vol. 3 #3. but I have got to admit that I was happier to see 
Bill Jones' work than I was to see my own. I've only met 
the man once, but he impressed me. . . He had sent me 
“Heathen Killer" for consideration, but it's simply too long 
for the Owen Wister Review 's digest format. I was 
delighted to see you had published it. Your circulation is 
undoubtedly far higher than ours, and. better, yet, goes 
directly to the audience Bill has been trying to find. . . 
You've given exposure to a poet who needs and deserves 
it.
I’m taking you upon the Publisher's Statement to say 
what I did and didn't like. I enjoyed all o f the poetry (I'm 
not commenting on my own). The reviews, for the most 
part, were excellent. Some of the pieces I especially
enjoyed: Gardner's “Hollywood Confidential," “Lanquist's 
“(Not Much of a) War Story", Flynn’s “Still the Street W/ 
out Joy" and David Connolly's piece. Ohmart's “The All- 
C h inese M ercen ary  B ask e tb a ll Tournam en t" 
demonstrated several things: how ethnically diverse Nam 
is/was, how commonplace graft and corruption was (and 
probably remains), and that the variety o f assignments 
was so god-damn much more diverse than was commonly 
believed. (I, myself, am still very jealous o f the individuals 
who served as lifeguards at Eagle Beach (aka Cocoa 
Beach to those who were in the One-Oh-Worst.) North's 
piece on Hanoi Hannah was very much appreciated and 
answered some questions I have had for over twenty 
years. (Radio Hanoi also had a jazz program, the DJ of 
which had a vast and accurate knowledge of American 
jazz. It was excellent radio programming, although the 
DJ's mandatory propaganda statements tended to come 
off as very half-hearted. I would love to know more about 
those broadcasts (which we were forbidden to listen to 
but did anyway.)
I did not care for Gretchen Kay Lutz's memoir. I have 
seen more than enough o f what I will term “civilian angst" 
and I've grown weary o f it. Something about the Wall 
memorial brings out intense guilt in civilians, and. dammit, 
it should. (The designer o f the memorial knew exactly 
what she was doing.) However, Lutz’s piece was well 
written: it just moved against one o f my personal grains.
Some o f the material in Announcements, Notices, 
and Reports didn't interest me, but I’m sure they were all 
o f some interest to some o f the readers.
Almost forgot, it was good to see Andrew Gettler 
credited as the guiding light behind the Spring 1991 
Chiron Review. Andrew invested much time and effort in 
that project, not to mention postage, mileage, and phone 
bills, and he received very little in return.
Overall, there is very little about the issue I didn't 
like, and I think you should just continue doing what you 
are doing because you are doing it very well. Take Care, 
Jon F. Glade, 314 South Cedar. Laramie, WY. 82070.
JoyCE BRAbNER
Joyce Brabner called on January 20. The leading 
comic book author had read the review o f Real War 
Stories in issue 3:3, and wanted to know exactly what we 
had in mind for a possible collaboration. Several hours of 
discussion over the next few days led to a tentative 
agreement that Viet Nam Generation would agree to 
commit to the purchase o f a certain number o f issues of 
a comic book Brabner has projected, about the life of 
Cambodian teenagers in East L.A. We would distribute 
our copies as a special issue o f the journal, and they 
would be so marked. Brabner wants to do the book to help 
the Cambodians imagine their own lives, and to enable 
other Americans to understand them. I made it clear to 
Brabner that Viet Nam Generation would expedite access 
to any academic support she asks for, but that this book 
is to be her vision. Viet Nam Generation’s commitment 
would enable Brabner to raise the remainder o f the funds 
necessary for production o f the book.
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Brabner became friendly with the Cambodians 
through her involvement with a touring show of teenagers 
from war-tom countries. She has another comic book 
focusing on young people nearly finished, called Activist! 
The Secret History o f  the Young and Powerful, about 
little-known and veiy influential rabble rousers. The 
Fellowship ofReconciliation, a group whose first congress 
was interrupted by the assassination of Archduke 
Ferdinand, funded the book on teenagers after Brabner 
showed them an A1 Capp comic about the Montgomery 
bus boycott. The kicker is that when one of the young men 
who sat down at the lunch counter in Greensboro was 
asked where he had got the idea for his revolutionary act, 
he cited the work. Brabner is a fountain of energy and 
competence. She told us about how she equipped 
teenagers from the touring show with modems, cpus, 
keyboards and pcs scavenged from video games, so they 
could keep in touch after returning to their home countries.
KAThy WiNoquRA WrItes
Hello! A  good friend o f mine, Dana Sachs, recently 
gave the recent newsletter issue with book review she 
wrote . . .  I have read the newsletter from front to back 
over the last few days, and I want you to know I've enjoyed 
it thoroughly. Given that Viet Nam has become a big part 
o f my life recently. I was eager to see what you had to offer.
I was impressed by the veteran's perspective that's 
pervasive throughout the newsletter, and I found a lot of 
the writing very moving. So, thanks!
I myself travelled through Viet Nam in November of 
1990, while travelling for a year around the world. The 
month there changed me somehow. I was completely 
taken by that wonderful countiy, and by the feelings that 
came over me while in the place that was so much a part 
o f my childhood back in the States. 1 came home and was 
certified as an ESL teacher and now teach Vietnamese 
new immigrants in San Francisco. I have also written 
much about my time in Viet Nam, including the piece I 
have enclosed here. . . I am returning there next month 
for another month. I plan to travel throughout the 
country, and visit some good friends I made there last 
tim e... Can you also send me subscription information? 
Good luck to you in these endeavors.
WiNoquRA in My LAi
The village o f My Lai is nestled amidst other small 
hamlets on the central coast o f Viet Nam. I had wanted to 
visit it since my arrival to the country. The “American 
War." as the Vietnamese put it, was still fresh in my mind. 
And. I came to both Viet Nam and this small village to put 
faces and lives to the images I grew up with. It was still 
logistically challenging to gel around Viet Nam, but 
finally the planning for my arrival to this small rural 
outpost paid off. When the 1968 while Ford Falcon 
turned off coastal highway number 1, and onto the dirt 
road leading to the village, I instructed Khanh, my driver, 
to wait while I walked in.
1 walked the mile or so down the wide dirt path, 
toward the hamlet o f My Lai, accumulating along the way 
a procession of lively children and women on bicycles. 
The hot morning sun beat down upon all of us and made 
me wish I were also the owner o f a cone-shaped straw hat 
like each of them wore. Despite the moist heat o f the 
exposed road, they all stayed by me to the age of the 
memorial. Once there, they let me go on, seeming to 
understand that only 1 should enter this literal ghost 
town.
Tombstones and some sculptures remained where a 
village once stood. A  tile mural told the story o f that day. 
twenty three years ago. when 107 people were thrown 
into the trench beside it and executed. I walked the quiet 
grassy fields, trying to make out the delineation of rice 
paddies that once sat beside the straw homes of the 
people who lived here.
I sat there a while, listening to the stillness, and the 
faint buzzing o f cicadas nestled in the bamboo stands 
nearby. I listened as well to the voices that still seemed to 
exist here. I placed a flower on a grave and watched a 
butterfly feed on it.
I wanted the people o f this land, carved out o f the 
humid forests, to be just over there, some day before 
March 18, 1968. They should be tending to rice fields and 
water buffalo, I thought. Children should be playing 
nearby with their dogs, or perhaps an old ball. Families 
should be tending to the decorated ancestral alter sitting 
proudly inside each house. But, sitting in the open fields 
there in My Lai, there was only stillness.
It was time to go, and I made my way out o f the large 
iron gate o f this lonely and deserted compound. Once 
back on the road. I came upon a small crowd gathered 
around a squatting old woman, who was just inside a 
thatched roof overhand. She sat on her heels and fried 
doughy balls in a grease-stained wok over an open flame. 
Lifting them out. she placed them in a napkin and handed 
the sweet, greasy concoctions to the next buyer. Everyone's 
focus changed over to me when I arrived. I knew 1 should 
try some. I bought two and she gave me two more for free, 
giving them to me with a broad, toothless smile.
Within seconds, the crowd doubled and about fifty 
women on bicycles surrounded me, looking curiously at 
my purchase, and talking excitedly amongst themselves 
about me. This was not uncommon in Viet Nam; 
everywhere I'd been. I was the anomaly. Foreigners are 
new and 1 always drew a curious, friendly crowd. But this 
time was different. I felt more self-conscious, guilty 
perhaps, for surely these people must be the relatives of 
the 504 people that died that day in My Lai. Surely, they 
must remember; how do they feel about me. I wondered.
My eyes immediately focused on a middle-aged woman 
standingjust at the edge o f the crowd. One hand held her 
bicycle, and the other hand was outstretched toward me. 
waiting for my arrival. Her face was gentle and she smiled 
warmly at me. I found myself walking to her.
She took my hand in hers and I immediately relaxed. 
She said something in Vietnamese. I replied, in pantomime. 
“I went over there (to the memorial) and 1 have been 
crying," revealing my puffy eyes hidden beneath my 
sunglasses. She shook her head with acknowledgment 
and then proceeded to talk. What she said was very long.
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very serious and seemingly very important. All the while, 
she pointed in the direction o f My Lai. then pointed to me, 
and back and forth. All the while she squeezed my hand 
and spoke in the voice o f nurturing mother, with a gleam 
in her eyes. What she said lasted a minute or so, and I will 
never know what it was. But, I will never forget it.
For she became in that moment my mother—a dearly 
missed mother, speaking to a wise and sensitive, yet still 
young, daughter. A  daughter who lives on the other side 
o f the world—a daughter also o f those who killed her 
family for unknown and misunderstood reasons—bug 
genuinely a daughter to whom he needed to pass on wise 
words. The words, I feel sure, were reassuring and 
forgiving. They spoke o f days remembered and pain put 
away. And, simply a welcome o f my arrival and return.
I gripped her hand to say good-bye and nodded to the 
rest, and walked back down the road toward Khanh’s 
Ford Falcon. I found myself feeling elated. Kids and 
women surrounded me again. Others stood in their 
gleaming rice fields just to the side o f the road, ankle deep 
in mud, and nodded me a greeting. This place seemed so 
peaceful.—Kathy Winogura, (W) Mountain Travel—Sobek: 
The Adventure Company. 6420Fairmount Ave, El Cerrito, 
CA 94530—3606, (H) 6175 Hillegass Ave. Oakland. CA 
94618, 510-658-1475.
JudqE K a lm a n  D eacJ
Irving Kaufman, who sentenced the Rosenbergs to 
death for no particular reason except 1 suppose someone 
told him to. who spent the rest o f his time on the bench 
being a good guy— in fact writing the dissent in the U.S. 
vs. The New York Times (1971) over the Pentagon 
Papers and making the first decision against segregation 
in the North in Taylor vs. the Board o f  Education (1961), 
died on February 1. 1992 in Mt. Sinai Hospital in New 
York o f pancreatic cancer at age 81. Irving Kaufman is not 
to be confused with Julius Hoffman, o f Chicago and a 
similarly anticommunist role and liberal career. Kaufman 
remains the onlyjudge ever to execute American civilians 
in the U.S. for espionage. At the time, Kaufman said he 
went to a synagogue for guidance in sentencing. This 
inspired Felix Frankfurter to write to Learned Hand that 
he would remain on the Supreme Court as long as 
necessary to keep that particular Jew off. In the 1970s, 
FBI documents obtained under FOLA showed that 
Kaufman also sought sentencing guidance from the 
prosecution, and ignored J. Edgar Hoover's desire that 
Ethel Rosenberg be spared, repeatedly to ask the Bureau 
for help in hastening the executions of the two Communists 
who had worked, peripherally, to bring a balance o f power 
to the post-war world. Ever wonder who in the Parly gave 
them up, and why the FBI accepted such small fry? I bet 
no one even told Kaufman to kill them. I bet he just knew. 
Ah, the establishment. He was appointed to the Federal 
bench by Truman in 1949 and to Second Circuit Appeals 
by JFK in 1961. Kaufman spent his life convinced that no 
matter what else he did. he would be remembered for 
killing the Rosenbergs. Roger that. Irving. I wonder if 
anyone ever sent him a nice print o f the Fassanella
triptych? Big long half page obit by Marilyn Berger, 1985 
Times headshot, New York Times, page DIO, Monday. 
February 3, 1992.
K e r r y  ZEffiqER
This young man called the office on 14 Jan. '92, 
preparing to leave this country for Viet Nam on Monday 
20Jan. '92. Igavehim some con tacts with other Americans 
and mailed him some issues o f the newsletter, a stack of 
my card, and a letter to carry to Tran Quoc Vuong, whose 
proposal for U.S. -Vietnamese cooperation is in Newsletter 
Volume 3 No. 3. Zeffiger was referred to me by James 
Scott o f our advisory board, though it turns out that he 
had called Jim out o f the blue. Let's hope Kerry's an 
honest man. He's certainly resourceful. Since graduating 
from college in 1990 he has been travelling in China and 
teaching in Japan and has already made two short trips 
to Viet Nam. Now he is going to Ha Noi with the CIEE 
program, to study the language for three months. He 
hopes to stay on after that somehow. Contact him at 
International Post Office Box 72. Ha Noi, Viet Nam. His 
NY address is 936 Fifth, #14B, 10021, 212-737-9040. 
The apartment will be occupied. Zeffiger told me about a 
Vietnamese U.S. citizen. Tiana Alexandra, who is 
frantically editing a film she shot in Viet Nam, trying to get 
it done in time for Cannes. Alexandra’s number is 212- 
765-8250. Look for the article on her movie Return Home 
elsewhere in this section. Sesto Vecchi's daughter called 
on 23 Jan. '92 looking for Kerry Zeffiger's Ha Noi address. 
Apparently Zeffiger spoke briefly with our attorney 
correspondent (see newsletter 3:2 and 3) before departing. 
Vecchi is himself en route to Viet Nam with his wife, and 
they hope to meet Zeffiger there.
U.S. K orean War P oem
From an ad on the verso o f the first non-numbered 
page o f The Partisan Review  (published by the Center 
for Cultural Projects. Inc. 30 West 12 St., NY 11, N.Y.; 
printed by Liberal Press, Inc. 80 Fourth Ave, New York 3, 
NY; Literary Marketplace 1988 puts them at Boston 
University. 141 Bay State Road. Boston. MA 02215. 617- 
353-4260) March-April, 1952, #2.
"If you like poetry like this -
KOREA. 1950
Rally the hawks, assemble 
the hosts;
let the harridan earth 
tremble
with the marshalling o f 
free men!
She lays for any coin: 
he-men
trade her in tears and blood;
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wives twist
out the wail o f the casualty
list.
(We're at it again) . . .
be sure to get I, Too, Jehovah, by Edmund Pennant, 
$2.50."
Those mawkish broken lines may just be run-ons. 
but you can never assume that, because not every poet 
knows that such is the typographic convention. The ad 
appears to be from Scribner's, connected with two others 
by an open right-angled snake, in the full left column of 
the page. Other ads o f note: on the verso o f the Contents 
page, a box o f offerings from Hemy Regneiy Co. 20 West 
Jackson Blvd, Chicago 4. headlined by an ad for Rotting 
Hill, a novel by Wyndham Lewis, the High Modern who 
has a certain charm because he carried a card in his 
wallet that said he was a Nazi, where the rest o f them just 
let it be known that they weren’t anti-fascists, a list of 
nine critical works on U.S. literature, and this: 
“Pantomime: A Journal o f  Rehearsals, by Wallace 
Fowlie. The author, drawing upon his New England 
boyhood and later experiences in France and America, 
shares with us his insight into the drama of man. 
Sensitive and deeply felt. $3.50." Wallace Fowlie is an 
essential 1960s writer, because his translations of 
Rimbaud brought him into correspondence with Jim 
Morrison, whom the scholarly man o f letters has been 
teaching as a poet for decades now. If you turn the page, 
two more items o f interest: an ad from Harper & Brothers 
for Literary Opinion in America, Revised Edition, edited 
by Morton Dauwen Zabel, and. in an ad for sLx New 
Directions books offered by Brentano's. Who Walk In 
Darkness by Chandler Brossard, “a novel about the 
'hipsters' in New York's Greenwich Village. $2.75." I 
haven't read Brossard, but he is popular with readers of 
William Gaddis and Gilbert Sorrentino, top Cold War 
novelists. I haven't read Zabel either, but I have thought 
about him and Henry Seidel Canby for years because 
they were terribly famous and influential while alive and 
completely unknown the moment they died, which wasn't 
so long ago.
I picked up this copy o f PR when 1 bought a stack of 
twenty-five key SE Asian Studies standards and sundries 
(war and Civil War and journalism and a fancy hardboiled) 
from John Gearty o f Arethusa Books. 87 Audubon St. 
New Haven, CT 06511, 203-624-1848. John scours 
Connecticut's boondock booksellers for quality, which he 
sells for $ 10 to $30 a pop in attractive glassine jackets. He 
has an eye for illustrators and cartoonists and people 
who were once celebrated for good reason. He is a nice 
man and threw in the journal. 1 picked this issue because 
it had a Frank O'Hara poem (pp. 183-184. Page Us start 
at 142), and Randall Jarrell’s “The Age o f Criticism," (pp. 
185-201) which everyone should read and no one should 
write about. The Partisan Review is full o f things I am 
allergic to: New York Stalinism, New York anti-Stalinism, 
solemn critics writing about dull books. But takinga copy 
by itself, full o f the dust I really am allergic to, and 
carrying it home with Joseph Buttinger and Douglas Pike
and Eugene Genovese and Time on the Cross and The 
Boys on the Bus and The New Journalism, 1 was able 
to enjoy the O'Hara and the Jarrell and read the great old 
ads from another world.
M oc Hoa
Subtitled, A Viet Nam Military-Medical Adventure,
this is a book of journal entries, letters home and 
photographs from the author's military service. Kammholz 
is a graduate o f Winnebago Lutheran Academy, Fond Du 
Lac, Wisconsin, the University o f Wisconsin at Madison, 
and Marquette University School o f Medicine. He 
completed his pediatric residency at Milwaukee Children's 
Hospital. He practices in Oshkosh, where many o f his 
patients are the children o f Southeast Asian refugees.
Kammholz' preface explains that he was drafted after 
completing his medical internship and served as a with 
the Military Provincial Hospital Assistance Program, part 
o f a pacification effort, under the jurisdiction o f USAID. 
He was in Viet Nam from summer 1966 to mid-1967. The 
book includes letters from his friends still in-country 
after Tet ‘68, and journal entries from Fort Sam Houston 
after returning home. He says that Moc Hoa is on the Me 
Kong Delta, near the border with Cambodia, and that one 
third of the population at the time were refugees from the 
North. The U.S. military presence consisted o f U.S. 
Special Forces personnel and their Vietnamese A-Teams.
Moc Hoa is a handsome and distinctive book. It is 
perfect-bound. 8 1/2" by 11", with a coated card stock 
cover. There are dozens and dozens o f photographs, 
including 16 pages worth (about 10 per page) in color. 
They show surgery and fishing and street scenes and 
many Vietnamese. All photos are numbered and labelled. 
The book is decorated with present-day pen-and-ink 
drawings by Theodore William Gostas, now a retired 
U.S.A. Major, who was captured at Hue in '68 and held for 
5years mostly in jungle camps. There's a fanciful dragon, 
and sketches o f battle.
Kammholz has lavished time and resources on making 
a permanent record from the documents o f his past. 
Though he has strong feelings about the war, he sternly 
limits himself to making a presentation of his work as a 
young man among Viets. A  really unusual and worthwhile 
war memoir, a steal at $19.95 plus $1.50 for shipping 
from Starboard Publishing. 955 Starboard Court, 
Oshkosh, W1 54901.
One L ess FicTioN Venue
According to Deirdre Carmody of the New York 
Times, in “Mademoiselle is Seeking a Fashionable New 
Look", p. D8, Mo Feb 3. 1992, Mademoiselle won’t be 
publishing fiction any more. “Fiction does not bring in 
advertising, o f course," says the reporter. But it bought a 
lot o f prestige and publicity cheap—the magazine must 
be in deep trouble. Julie Lewil-Nirenberg. publisher o f 
Mademoiselle, says that her magazine will give up 
publishing fiction, “for the time being." She says she’s 
adding 120 pp/yr o f fashion articles. She wants to
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distinguish her book from Glamour. I don't know if 
Glamour publishes fiction. The publisher is just using a 
reactive budget cut to occasion an aggressive position 
statement. Whoever is in charge o f such things ran a real 
big. real ugly, but hard-to-complain-about photo o f Lewit- 
Nirenberg eyelids down and nose up in a Napoleonic 
gesture, for revenge. Carmody claims that Joyce Oates 
and Sylvia Plath and Truman Capote first appeared in the 
magazine. That’s unlikely, but the magazine may well 
have been the first to pay these authors for a national 
appearance. Other appearances: William Faulkner. T. 
Williams. J. Baldwin. FI. O'Connor. P. and J. Bowles. 
Jane Smiley. Mary Gordon. P. Theroux, Sue Miller, 
Barbara Kingsolver. Perri Klass. M. Simpson and A. 
Munro. Eileen Schnurr. the mag’s fiction editor for 9 
years, chimed in with a short history o f general-interest 
magazine publishing in the U.S. since 1935, as she 
cleaned outher office. She pointed out that Mademoiselle 
didn't budget much for fiction in the old days, so they had 
to go out and look for good stuff cheap. Ms. Schnurr 
claims she received 10-12K unsolicited mss./yr, and 3K 
more from agents.
Vet  FicTioN iN iviy B u lk  MAil
Marlow RFD: Motherboards and Apple Pie from  
the People at PC Connection. “No. 1: Special Collector's 
Issue: 37 cents. Inside: Hi-Tech Nomadness! Product 
Reviews,Too." From PC Connection 6 Mill street. Marlow, 
NH 03465. 800-800-0020, Dated March. 1991. Saddle- 
stitched. Interview-sized. 35 pp. non-glossy hand- 
colored photo cover o f an Eskimo man in fur parka and 
girl in down parka and glasses standing in an alpine 
meadow backdropped by some pine and a few peaks. 
Portable computer resting on man's knee, girl's hand on 
keyboard, both figures facing the camera. Cover story is 
“Learning it Cold: Technology and the Education o f the 
Alaska Bush.” by Barry Sponder. Other features story: 
“On the Loose in Dataspace: ‘Do you ever wonder.' asks 
the author, “when technology will live up to its promise 
and really set you free?’" by Steven K. Roberts. 
Departments: "Mill Street News: a few words on where 
we're coming from." by Patricia Gallup. “O ff the Menu: a 
story for families with small computers" by Jay Heinrichs. 
“Behind the Screens: our not-altogether-typical product 
review section." call 603-446-7701 for Advertising. 
"Bookmarks: Samplings from America's small and regional 
presses." by E. Annie Proulx, “Roads LessTaken: the next 
time you drive 1-80 through Ohio, detour to Route 6 and 
prepare to be charmed." by Jay Paris, and “Modem Arts: 
Why o f all people would Jackie Doyle be thinking about 
computers?" Fiction by Pat MeSherry.
This is a catalogue dressed up with editorial content 
by some sales people who have shown taste and restraint 
and actually delivered real editorial content. This almost 
never happens, including at The New Yorker and The 
Atlantic, and the staff is to be commended, to wit: Edilor- 
in-Chief Jim Collins, Art Dictator Dave Nelson. The Book 
Fool E. Annie Proulx. Editors in Spirit Stephen O. Muskie, 
Jay Heinrichs. Georgia Orcutt, J. Porter, and Christine 
Schultz. Publishers-al-large David Hall and Patricia
Gallup. Advertising-in-Chief Carol Driscoll. Ad Producer 
Peter Bowers, Copy Greg Blanchette, Dave Hume, and 
Andrew Morrison. Special Thanks to Jean Dole. O f interest 
here is the general point that microcomputers are allowing 
some quality publishing in odd places. O f specific interest 
is Pat McShany's short story, tilled “To See What Comes 
ofScience and Invention." It is about an English professor 
at a small college who gains acceptance into local rural 
society by an understated display o f his command o f the 
fine points of country community, and the casual mention 
o f his service in the “Third Marine Air Wing, Cherry Point 
and Danang." (p. 26) Harry Drummond uses the trust his 
vet status gives him among the natives to introduce them 
to the wonders o f microcomputers.
Well. New Yorker fiction sells Steuben glass, it's nice 
to see a good stoiy promoting modems and such. The 
story exploits U.S. anxieties about geographic mobility 
(one fifth o f the population moves every year, a local is 
someone who manages to shop in one supermarket for 15 
years, but we all seem to imagine that there is regional 
authenticity hidden somewhere and that furthermore we 
can partake in it if we flash the right lodge signals upon 
unloading our U-Haul) and what your access to 
information says about how you earn your living (the 
country's full o f working people who learn for the love o f 
it and have a real hard time owning up to that and are 
puzzled and abashed by the careerism o f professional 
academics) to hold the reader's attention. Pat MeSherry 
“has tended bar, cooked in restaurants, served 20 years 
in the Navy, worked in the civilian software industry, and 
handled explosives in the coal mines", in the best back- 
of-lhe paperback 1950s tradition. Wish there was a photo 
o f him in a t-shirt, loo. Would love to print his work here.
P e o p I e LiE AbouT W W II
My skepticism about the accuracy o f people's 
recollections has been confirmed by a careful 
study made by an organization in London 
called Mass Observation, during the Second 
World War, Mass Observation has people in 
London keep nightly diaries o f the blitz as it fell. 
Thirty-four years later Mass Observation asked 
these people to write from memory what they 
felt and did then. It found that there was 
'usually little or no logical relation between the 
two sets o f accounts. . . Memory has glossified 
and sanctified these "finest hours."' The 
collective image of the past had imposed itself 
on and even erased individual recollections..
From “Memoirs and Memory" by Escott Reid, in 
Scholarly Publishing, Vol. 23. number2, January 1992. 
pp. 105-109. Reid's source for this anecdote is Robert 
Hewison. Under Siege: Literary Life in London 1939- 
1945 (Newton Abbott: Readers Union. 1978): 36-7. Reid 
is a retired Canadian diplomat who participated in the 
creation o f the UN and NATO. His memoirs are called 
Radical Mandarin, University o f Toronto Press. 1989.
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Life is A r t  is War, ancJ THat s B usiness
Ifyou Ve been following the coverage o f Jeff Danziger’s 
Rising Like the Tucson in the last two issues, you’ll 
appreciate this, from Mary McCarthy’s Vietnam, Harcourt, 
Brace & World. 1967. page 23:
Occasionally, the profit motive is undisguised. 
Flying to Hue in a big C-130, I heard the pilot 
and the co-pilot discussing their personal war 
aim. which was to make a killing, as soon as the 
war was over, in Vietnamese real estate. From 
the air, while they kept an eye out for VC, they 
had surveyed the possibilities and had decided 
on Nha Trang—"beautiful sand beaches"— 
better than Cam Ranh Bay—a “desert." They 
disagreed as to the type o f development that 
would make the most money: The pilot wanted 
to build a high-class hotel and villas, while the 
co-pilot thought that the future lay with low- 
cost housing. I found this conversation 
hallucinating, but the next day. in Hue. I met 
a Marine colonel who was back in uniform after 
retirement: having fought the Japanese, he 
had made his killing as a “developer" in Okinawa 
and invested the profit in a frozen-shrimp 
import business (from Japan) supplying 
restaurants in San Diego. War, a cheap form of 
mass tourism, opens the mind to business 
opportunities.
P eter  Mc G reqor
Kali and 1 met our resourceful Australian subscriber 
at the American Studies Association convention in 
Baltimore last November. He wrote from Miami in 
December to say that his tour o f the U.S. had been 
productive and fruitful, especially in terms o f getting 
advice from various experts in our field. McGregor passed 
on a copy o f his “Kennedy Miller’s Viet Nam: The 
Reconstruction o f History" from Metro, Spring 1989. The 
work under review is an Australian TV mini-series dealing 
with that country's involvement with Second Indochina 
War in terms o f a particular family. McGregor finds the 
series to be revisionist trash, evading history by focusing 
on intimate life. He also sent an abstract o f a paper “Lap 
Dogs or Watch Dogs: Australian News Media During the 
Viet Nam War 1967-1975," but doesn't say where the 
essay appeared. Please inform.
Peter passed along a number o f xeroxed flyers and 
brochures. One is for the film Vietnam Cinema, “an 
introduction to the history o f the Vietnamese film industry, 
from the battle o f Dien Bien Phu to the present. . . Neil 
Gibson’s documentaiy is full o f fascinating detail about 
combat unit photography, interspersed with excerpts 
from landmark films like The Fledgling (1962) and 
Little Girl from  Ha Noi (1979). It also gives us some idea 
of the situation for Vietnamese film-makers now, who are 
desperate for equipment, as well as the freedom to say 
what they want to say." The film is directed, edited.
produced and given commentary by Neil Gibson. Viet 
with English subtitles. 78 minutes. Contact him in Viet 
Nam through telex at the offices o f Viet Nam Cinema 
412250 V1CINE V I': by FAX through Dan Van Dong at 
’SECOFILM’. Ha Noi at 010844259617; or by mail at First 
Secretary, British Embassy in Ha Noi. Viet Nam c/o 
BFPO 5: or finally at the Campaign for Viet Nam. PO Box 
1962. London W113TS, UK. There’s also a distribution 
contact for the film: Exclusive Enterprises, 57 Holland 
Park, London W l l  3RS. UK FAX 081-9696865. ph 071- 
2292830.
Here also is a listing o f the videos offered by the Asia 
Resource Center, PO Box 15275, WA DC 20003, 203- 
547-1114. Among them Lament o f  a Warrior's Wife, 
1991, 60 min VHS video, purchase $75/rental $35. 
highlights interviews with family members, illustrated 
with historical footage, concerning Viet Nam’s “300,00 
MIA." I’ve heard lOOKand 200K, and have never seen any 
breakdown or attribution whatsoever, but you can be 
sure there are whole lot o f them and they aren’t working 
as slave labor in Alabama. The title is taken from that of 
a long poem that anti-Chinese-Comm unist, anti- 
decadent-bourgeois-U.S.-puppet. Third Way intellectuals 
promoted during the war as an alternative to Kieu as a 
national epic. Also. A Journey to Viet Nam, originally 
released as When Night Comes, 1988, 30 min VHS 
video, purchase $50. rental $25, an emphasis on new 
economic policies and your basic tour o f the Cu Chi 
tunnels. Kampuchea: Its People, Land and Culture, 
1988, slide show with script and cassette $50/$25. 25 
minutes VHS video same price, shows that country after 
Pol Pot, emphasizing the role o f voluntary agencies from 
abroad. A Journey to Laos, 1986, 45 min VHS video 
$50/$25 interviews all walks o f life about culture, daily, 
and religion since the war. The Gentle People: A  Look 
Inside Laos, 25 min slide show $50.$25, covers similar 
ground.
Finally, Peter has forwarded a page o f solid information 
he wrote for the Asian Studies Review, July 1991, p. 
175, about how to find in Australia films and videos made 
in Viet Nam. Since I am tired o f typing and most o f you 
aren't in Australia, I just refer you to the journal in 
question ifyou're curious. He investigated the collections 
at libraries (not much) and at embassies (a little better).
MichElE ThoiwpsoN
The Alabama-born SE Asian historian called from 
Seattle tonight, looking for an extra copy o f issue 3:3 to 
send in a cultural care package to a colleague in China. 
Michele is waiting to hear about a number o f grants for 
which she has applied to fund travel abroad. When she 
settles into her dissertation it will be on the influence o f 
traditional systems of medicine on government attitudes 
towards public health programs in China and Viet Nam. 
and what those attitudes have to do with popular feeling 
about government. She recommends the U o f V/ for any 
student interested in SE Asia, since the languages are 
regularly taught, and there is a widespread interest in the 
region throughout both graduate departments and 
professional schools. There are also sizable Vietnamese,
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Lao, Khmer, and Cham communities in the Seattle area. 
Michele's own room-mates are graduate students from 
Viet Nam. Contact: MicheleThompson, PO 95506. Seattle. 
WA 98145, 206-522-5834.
A notIie r  ScholARly C ata Ioque
This one doesn’t offer sale prices, but it’s the same 
size and binding as Cambridge and Columbia, on heavier 
smoother paper with a blue and gold coated card stock 
cover: University o f  Minnesota Press: Academic 
Catalogue 1992. It’s got a list o f participating retailers 
on the inside back cover, an author and title index, and 
special forms for librarians and professors. The 39 pp. of 
stock are classified in to: Literature, Literary and Cultural 
Theory: Women's Studies: American Studies: Media 
Studies: Anthropology and Archaeology: Political science. 
Sociology and History: Philosophy and Philosophy of 
Science: Psychology; and Scandinavian Studies.
Minnesota has made a name for itself selling 
conversation pieces for advanced literary theory such as 
Paul De Man’s Blindness and Insight. In that section of 
this catalogue are three books by Helene Cixous, a 
feminist literary critic now active in Paris who was bom 
in a French colony (not Algiers or Indochine) and wrote a 
six hour play about Prince Sihanouk and Cambodia, 
clearly an author ofinterest here: Readings: The Poetics 
o f  Blanchot, Joyce, Kafka, Kleist, Lispector, and 
Tsvetayeva, edited, translated, and introduced by Verena 
Andermatt Conley, 1991, blurbed by Library Journal. 
192 pp. ISBN 0-8166-1940-9 cloth $39.95, ISBN 0-8166- 
1941-7 paper $14.95: The Newly Bom  Woman, with 
Catherine Clement, translated by Betsy Wing with a 
foreword by Sandra Gilbert. 1986, blurbed by The Modem 
Language Review. ISBN 0-8166-1465-2 cloth $34.95, 
ISBN 0-8166-1466-0 paper $12.95; Reading With 
Clarice Lispector, edited, translated and introduced by 
Verena Andermatt Conley, 1990, 188 pp. ISBN 0-8166- 
1828-3 cloth $39.95. ISBN 0-8166-1829-1 paper $ 14.95.
Also in that section, a novel that looks promising. An 
American Story, by Jacques Godbout, translated by 
Yves Saint-Pierre. 161 pp. 1988, blurbed by Choice. ISBN 
0-8166-1709-0 cloth $ 19.95, ISBN 0-8166-1710-4 paper 
$8.95. The book descriptions in this catalogue aren’t as 
fulsome your basic poetry review, but they come close. At 
least Minnesota has the excuse that most o f their authors 
would be made nervous if not hostile by a summary of 
literary content. But the books seems to be about someone 
pursuing both national and personal identity, a war story 
if ever I heard one. The novel is in a series called 
"Emergent Literatures... that makes available, in English, 
works of fiction that have been ignored or excluded from 
established models o f literature." Somehow I don’t think 
they'll get around to REMF fiction. They have a strong 
commitment (three books) to one U.S. author, the black 
playwright Adrienne Kennedy.
In American Studies: Popular Culture in America, 
edited by Paul Buhle, blurbed by Virginia Quarterly 
Review, 1987. 298 pp. ISBN-8166-1408-3 cloth $39.95, 
ISBN 0-8166-1409-1 paper $15.95: The Sixties, 
Without Apology, edited by Sohnya Sayres. Anders
Stephanson, Stanley Aronowitz, and Fredric Jameson, 
with "more than 50 contributors", 400 pp. 1984, ISBN- 
8166-1336-2 cloth $39.95, ISBN 0-8166-1337-0 paper 
$16.95.
In Film Studies: Close Encounters: Film, Feminism 
and Science Fiction, edited by Constance Penley, 
Elisabeth Lyon. Lynn Spiegel, and Janet Bergstrom. 312 
pp. 1990, ISBN 0-8166-1911-5 cloth $39.95, ISBN 0- 
8166-1912-3 paper $13.95.
In Sociology et al.: Anatomy o f  Racism, edited by 
David Goldberg, blurbed by Patterns o f Prejudice, 384 
pp. ISBN 0-8166-1804-6 paper $14.95; The End o f  
American History: Democracy, Capitalism, and the 
Metaphor o f  Two Worlds in American Historical 
Writing, 18801980, by David W. Noble. 178 pp, 1985, 
ISBN 0-8166-1416-4 paper $14.95. Male Fantasies, by 
Klaus Theweleit. Volume 1: Women, Floods, Bodies, 
and History, translated by Stephen Conway and Erica 
Carterand ChrisTumer, foreword by Barbara Ehrenreich, 
540 pp. 160 illus, 1987, ISBN 0-8166-1448-2 cloth 
$49.95, ISBN 0-8166-1449-0 paper $17.95; Volume 2: 
Psychoanalyzing the White Terror, translated by 
Erica Carter and Chris Turner, foreword by Jessica 
Benjamin and Anson Rabinbach. 480 pp. 220 illus, ISBN 
0-8166-1450-4 cloth $49.95, ISBN 0-8166-1451-2 paper 
$17.95. Male Fantasies is one o f the great coffee table 
books about soldiers, by a smart and sensitive and well- 
educated man whose dad was in the Freikorps. [Leave il 
to Dan to call this a coffee table book. Personally. I'd call 
it a great and controversial text which ought to be required 
reading for anyone who wants to write about war, esneciallu 
nets.—KT.)
To order: U. o f Minnesota Press, 2037 University 
Avenue S.E., Minneapolis. MN 55414-3092, 800-388- 
3863, FAX 612-626-7313, Visa or Mastercard. $3 
continental postage and handling for first book, fifty 
cents for each one after that.
More D eacI Guys
When I see a newspaper, I read the comics, if it carries 
them. The other good part is the obits. There's nothing 
better than finding the death notices blowing alone 
through the street and picking them up to see who is no 
longer with us that I never knew was here at all. In The 
New York Times, Saturday. December 21, 1991, p. 26:
"Ernest Kellogg Gann, 81, An Author o f Many Books 
Made Into Films." by Marvin Howe. Ernest Kellogg Gann, 
author o f popular adventure novels, painter and pilot, 
died on Thursday evening at his home on San Juan 
Island. Washington. He was 81 years old. He died of 
kidney failure, says his wife, Dodie. A dozen of Mr. Gann’s 
best-known books were made into movies, including The 
High and Mighty, Fate is the Hunter, Island in the 
Sky, and Soldier o f Fortune.. . .  In 1939, while flyingfor 
American Airlines. Mr. Gann published his first book, 
Sky Roads, about how airplanes fly and how airlines 
operated, he also wrote several other books about aviation. 
He was a pilot for the Army Air Corps Transport Command 
in World War II and continued to write during layovers at 
military bases. His novel Island in the Sky, about an
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Arctic rescue, was published in 1944 and became a best­
seller. Flying was Mr. Gann's first love; he piloted his own 
plane and flew all kinds o f aircraft, including modem 
military jets. . .. The last film based on one o f his best­
sellers was Masada, a four-part series shown on ABC 
television in 1981. The story was originally published in 
1971 as The Antagonists. His last book. The Black 
Watch (1989), was a nonfiction work about the men who 
fly America's secret spy planes. A native o f Lincoln. 
Nebraska, he graduated from Culver Military Academy 
and attended Yale Drama School.. . .  Besides his wife, he 
survived by a son, Steven, o f Monterey. Calif.; and a 
daughter, Po lly  W rench o f Houston, and three 
grandchildren. There's a nice bust photo by Harry Steams. 
1961.
"Russell O ’Neil: Novelist and Playwright", no byline. 
Russell O'Neil, a novelist and playwright, died on 
Wednesday at the Veteran's Hospital in Manhattan. He 
was 64 years old. He died o f respiratory failure, said his 
brother, John O'Neil, o f Norristown, Pa. Among Mr. 
O’Neil's novels were A Climate o f Violence (1961), The 
Devil's Profession (1964), The Most Beautiful Girls in 
the World (1970) and The Alcatraz Incident (1971). A 
play by him. Don 't Call Back, was produced on 
Broadway in 1975 and starred Arlene Francis. Mr. O'Neil 
was born in Conshohocken, Pa., in March 6, 1927, and 
grew up in New Jersey. He was a paratrooper in World 
War II. He is survived by his brother.
INationaI ARchivES DeclAssifiEs F ils s :
On Decem ber 7, 1990, Kali Tal requested a 
declassification review o f records in the National Archives. 
The request was made in the name o f “Kali Herman." 
under National Archives reference number SP91-140. 
The National Archives notified Tal on December 27, 1991. 
o f the following: "The records identified as Vietnam War 
Crimes—Working Group, accession 338-77-0983. Record 
Group 319, have now been declassified. You may review 
them in the research room at the Washington National 
Records Center. Suitland, Maryland."
The records deal with the U.S. military's inquiry into 
the testimony o f Vietnam Veterans Against the War at 
various hearings on war crimes in Vietnam, such as the 
Winter Soldier and the Dellums hearings.
IVfEdiciNE in ViET Nam
Nicole Thanh-Cam Vecchi. M.D. called in looking fo r a 
Ha Noi address for Keny Zeffiger so her father Seslo 
Vecchi could meet with Zeffiger on a visit there. Dr. Vecchi 
mentioned that she has done medical work in Viet Nam. so 
I asked her to write a little about that.
I am sending you copy o f a short memo I had written 
upon returning from Viet Nam in December o f 1989.1 was 
a third year medical resident from Yale at that time. I 
spent two months working in Viet Due Hospital and Bach 
Mai Hospital. I also had an opportunity to spend some 
time with the 10-80 committee on their Agent Orange 
project. I spent most o f my time in ha Noi, but I did spend 
two weeks visiting hospitals in Ho Chi Minh City.
I gather small medical supplies donated by Milford 
Hospital Operating Room and send them every few months 
to these hospitals in Viet Nam. 1 would greatly appreciate 
it if you would let me know of any facility that is willing 
to donate any type o f medical material and supply.
The directors o f these hospitals from Viet Nam had 
also asked for help in locating fellowships for their young 
physicians from teaching institutions to come for further 
training in the U.S. They play a ve iy  crucial role in the 
medical system because they are responsible for the 
teaching and training o f the medical staff. Please let me 
know if you know o f any institution in the U.S. that would 
be willing to help train these doctors."
Dr. Vecchi’s memo reads:
An infrastructure o f medical facilities and personnel 
extends from the city to the village level. However, due to 
inadequate training and lack o f supplies and equipment, 
the quality o f care is rather poor except at some o f the 
teaching hospitals.
The competence o f doctors is highly variable. Most 
physicians working at major medical centers in both 
north and south represent a selective, better-trained and 
more dedicated group. A few have studied in Europe, and 
most speak at least one foreign language. Their experience 
abroad usuallyyields mixed results. O f course, it provides 
an opportunity to expand their medical knowledge: 
however, some o f this knowledge cannot be applied to 
Viet Nam given existing working conditions. But most 
appear not to be discouraged by the disparity. As one 
doctor put it: “It’s sad to realize our limitations. But we 
need to learn about all medical advances even though we 
can’t put them all to use here. They show us what is 
possible and encourage us to try harder." In some cases, 
due consideration is not given to the level o f doctors' 
competence. For example, there have been occasions 
where visiting surgeons with 10-15 years o f clinical 
experience in Viet Nam were only allowed to participate 
in the most basic surgeries and thus did not benefit 
significantly from their experience abroad.
Upon returning home, doctors no longer have access 
to the medical information available to them while abroad. 
Most o f the books and journals they have are at least 3- 
4 years old, and thus their knowledge quickly becomes 
outdated. The desire for professional information is evident 
from the doctors' eagerness to talk with visiting foreign 
doctors. Many attend French or English language classes 
in the evening because, as one commented, "Learning 
keeps my mind active."
Some physicians are less well trained or less motivated 
to learn or to care for patients. One often hears the 
comment, "How can we work hard on such a low salary. 
We have to try to make ends meet even after finishing our 
regular job in the hospital." With the change in policy 
allowing doctors to have private practices beside their 
regular jobs, it is sometimes difficult to find the doctors 
at their posts even during working hours.
While visiting hospitals in Viet Nam one is struck by 
the spartan conditions prevalent in the wards. The 
meager equipment that they do have is antiquated, and 
many machines have been repaired dozens o f times. One 
o f the major difficulties is lack o f spare parts.
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There is a marked lack o f necessary equipment, but 
at the same time, some o f what they have stands idle. 
Some o f the machines were donated without knowing the 
needs or capability o f the particular hospital. For example, 
many ventilators they have received require a certain 
oxygen pressure. But most hospitals don't have the 
oxygen system capable o f using pressure limited 
ventilators. They require volume limited ventilators. A 
dialysis machine was given to a hospital without a 
nephrologist and the parts were subsequently used for 
other purposes.
Lack of medical supplies adversely affects patient 
care. During the past ten years, valve replacement surgery 
has been abandoned at the few hospitals endowed with 
the technical expertise and the bypass machine necessary 
to perform these operations, because other vital equipment 
is lacking. Cancer patients miss radiation therapy 
sessions, for instance, because the only machine in 
existence is out o f order. In one hospital, it was touching 
to see the families o f tetanus patients taking turns 
squeezing the ambu bag 10-15 times a minute for up to 
three weeks straight to provide mechanical ventilation. 
The lack o f adequate laboratory equipment further 
hampers patient care. Old rusted machines used to 
produce intravenous fluids produce impurities which 
cause many patients to develop an adverse reaction.
Viet Nam does produce some needed products; for 
example. IV tubing, penicillin, etc., but their quality is 
often unacceptable. When asked why Viet Nam can't 
produce more and better low-technology medical materials 
such as sutures and transfusion sets, the answer was: 
“There is no profit in the medical industry so factories are 
unwilling to produce these products."
In the past, hospitals did not have their own source 
o f income except for a very small budget allocated by the 
Ministry o f Health. The gap between supply and demand 
depended on the amount o f foreign aid the director or his 
staff could manage to obtain. However, Viet Nam is 
gradually switching to a fee-for-service system. The 
reaction to this change is mixed. On the one hand, 
hospitals now have a steady albeit small income with 
which to buy equipment and supplies. On the other 
hand, the new payment system creates problems for 
patients and their families. For those living far from a 
medical facility, payment for transportation usually 
requires tapping their meager savings, even before 
calculating the cost o f the medical care itself. As many 
hospitals lack an adequate stock of medications, patients' 
families have to buy medications from abroad or from the 
local market as the need arises. Not infrequently, patients 
leave the hospital without further treatment for fear of 
incurring large debts. There are categories o f patients 
exempt from paying their medical bills. However, it is 
difficult to meet the exemption criteria, and many do not. 
A  significant amount o f medical assistance has been 
given to Viet Nam. However, more aid is needed, and the 
aid needs to be better channeled: most importantly, 
medical assistance must be better tailored to meet their 
needs. The are in which western-trained physicians can 
be most helpful is through education. For instance, 
western medical journals help ensure a constant flow of 
information. But beside journals and books, significant
benefit will come from foreign experts who teach in Viet 
Nam. As one frustrated doctor put it: “I learn a lot o f new 
information from reading, but when questions arise there 
is no one to ask."
It is also o f great importance to provide scholarships 
for Viet doctors and nurses to receive training in the west. 
However, their time and studies should be carefully 
tailored. They should relate to the environment to which 
they will return after their foreign experience. Otherwise, 
monies spent on visiting doctors will, to a great extent, be 
wasted. They should come with specific goals and their 
course o f study should be programmed accordingly.
Frequently, one cannot rely on the lists of necessary 
equipment prepared by hospitals. The lists don’t always 
correlate with the hospitals' most immediate needs. 
Sometimes foreign equipment is seen as a mark of status, 
and is desired for that reason. However, in fact, the 
equipment may be more efficiently used at another 
facility.
The difficulty is in identifying those institutions 
which need and can use specialized machines and 
equipment. It is helpful to visit the facilities or to determine 
needs with the help o f visiting doctors with experience at 
the centers. Experienced persons at teaching hospitals 
can help to identify the needs and capabilities o f staff and 
equipment at less sophisticated hospitals, and physician 
exchange programs and on-site consultations in the 
provinces will also be valuable.
While sending machines is essential, it is equally 
important to train technicians how to maintain equipment 
and to provide a supply o f spare parts. These steps will 
ensure that valuable equipment will not remain idle.
Another are in which foreign experts can help is in 
the field o f health care organization and management.
After decades o f war Viet Nam is struggling to rebuild. 
Foreign assistance plays a vital role in this process and 
its success or failure will greatly affect the Vietnamese 
people. Health care is one field in which foreign aid can 
have a direct and significant impact, and there are 
various ways through which this can be achieved. Foreign 
experts can help by promoting better public health 
measures, by helping to provide better training to medical 
personnel, and by providing necessary equipment to the 
appropriate institution.
INicosiA Book
Viet Nam Generation subscriber Gerald Nicosia has 
a book o f poems out, Lunatics, Lovers, Vets 8l Bargirls, 
Host Publications, 2510 Harris Blvd, Austin, TX 78703, 
1991. Perfect-bound. 65 pages, six-panel storyboard 
cover, headshot o f Nicosia by Julie Duran on back, with 
blurbs from Harold Norse, Anne Waldman, Paul Carroll, 
Barry Gifford. Larry Heinemann, and Ron Kovic. The 
book is illustrated by Jakub Kalousek with abundant full 
page black-and-yellow prints I will associate with Ralph 
Steadman and Slavic whimsy for lack o f more exact and 
evocative pictorial vocabulary. The 34 poems o f two lines 
to two-and-one-half pages are presented in six groups: 
Sadnesses, Old and New; Women: Gerry's Shorts: People 
Poems; North Beach; and Marcia Suite. Nicosia is author
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of the Kerouac biography Memory Babe (Grove 1983. 
Penguin. 1981) and the television documentary West 
Coast: Beat and Beyond. He is at work on Home to War,
about the Vietnam Veterans' Movement, drawing on his 
fabulous collection of audiotaped interviews with U.S. 
veterans o f the war in Viet Nam,
Norm  L anquIst  W r ites
Jan. 9, '92—What a great boost for the start o f the 
new year to receive copies o f the VNGN with my stuff in 
it [Vol. 3 No. 3: pp. 59-60. JThankyou so much for sending 
them and for including me in them. It means a lot to me. 
1 hadn’t anything in print for '91 and it looked like I'd 
broken a winning streak of consecutive publishing years 
. . .  I'm enclosing my only other extant VN item: the poem 
Flashback that was in Flights, a lit mag from a college 
in Ohio, a while back. Now that I've gone through the 
Newsletter I see that this poem is right in keeping with 
your theme, and the other materials I sent are not... It 
doesn't look like I included Flashback. I guess only 
because I couldn’t lay my hand on it that week when 1 
made up the packet. It all seems so long ago . . . My 
appreciation to Dave Willson, whose work I read in this 
issue and who contacted me in San Antonio and put us 
in touch. I enjoyed being termed a “vet biker tattoo 
fetishist" and was a bit amazed at the inclusion of Cruel 
Embroidery, not particularly a war poem but that it saw 
print for a slightly wider US audience is A-OK by me. I was 
initially pleased by the full inclusion o f my bio. but 
vaguely embarrassed that others who seemed to have 
real books out and were real war correspondents and the 
like, had such minimal bios. I was relieved that typos in 
War Story had been fixed, a little startled that a word in 
Cruel was rendered 'nightmaresmares': I figured it just 
gave a bit more odd-ball zest to the poem. Mainly I was 
impressed thatyour “newsletter" is an eighty-pagejoumal, 
a lot bigger than a lot o f things that called quarterlies and 
the like. Would a title-change be in order? “Vietnam 
Journal"? I found the graphic layout to be very professional, 
but extremely severe: just print. It seemed that an 
ambitious effort like this deserved a cover, maybe just 
some o f the yellow-gold stock o f your letterhead maybe 
with an enlargement o f the M- 16-by-the-TV logo? Just a 
thought.
I had just read Iron John (All us guys at work read 
it that month) and made it a point to read the review. I 
think the reviewer described the deficiency of the book 
well— the isolation o f the readers. He articulated my 
reaction, though my thought wasjust thatabooklike this 
while surely describing the phenomenon, really makes 
no difference in what we can do. I'm a bit fatalistic, a bit 
pessimistic. Kali’s reaction to the review rubbed me the 
wrong way, frankly. Ofcourse as an apparent feminist she 
wouldn't like the book or the review: that makes her part 
o f the problem in my book. Her remark about the 'Sensitive 
Guys' smacks o f the Politically Correct, one of the grave 
illnesses o f the '90s as a lot of us see it: it'll get worse, too: 
Liberal Fascism is a term some use. May 1 refer to a 
journal. The Regulator, out o f Bowling Green, run by 
Prof. Howard McCord, in this regard, also a book I just 
sent for. Backlash, about the decided reaction to so-
called Feminism in America? I've had enough of Feminism/ 
Affirmative Action just here at work in our microcosm, 
have a feeling it's immeasurably worse in larger venues, 
like the U. o f Arizona just down the road. I don't think this 
is Reaganism talking whatever; far from it. This is me. an 
old-time San Francisco '60s Marxist Anarchist talkin' 
here. too. a disenchanted Liberal. A lot o f us in academics 
pulled out o f the Modem Language Association in disgust 
at the obnoxious antics o f the Feminist profs and the 
proliferation of'fem inist' topics and sections, especially 
in our Rocky Mountain MLA; a lot o f us defected to Pop 
Culture in hope o f a less restrictive setting ideologically. 
Is this a secret? It's been a sore point in Rhetoric circles, 
too, primarily a female enclave anyhow, with the exception 
of gurus such as Ross Winterode and Father Ong. It's 
exactly the 'Sensitive Guy' that Bly is so annoyed with— 
our passivity. The Feminists made some bad mistakes, 
historically in the '70s, the worse in alienating us Liberal 
men who were sympathetic at the outset to the movement; 
now bitterly. I with others, buffeted by ‘sexual harassment' 
think of it all as the ‘Crypto-Lesbian Agenda.' The genders 
are driven apart merely by humorlessness and a negation 
of grace. How nostalgically Southern this all sounds, eh? 
Excuse my rant; I just got a little ticked—and uneasy. The 
Kuwait campaign was genderically integrated, but 'Nam 
was a man's war: yeah. I know, don't tell me about the 
female nurse casualties. Preponderantly, men fought, 
women waited: those were the limes—our last old- 
fashioned war. in that sense.
So sue me if I’m wrong. Sorry. Kali, I'm just part o f a 
cross-wind that's a-blowin'. And Connolly thinks he was 
a Boromir, or Ore. Whatever. Like I concluded my War 
Story, “we all were." even REMFs. All the Best, cautiously, 
in '92. Norm Lanquist, 1120 Relation, Safford, Arizona, 
85546.
Dan answers- I don't think that the main drivers on 
either side o f the PC debate would give Norm or Kali the 
time o f day. The PC issue is a column o f smoke about style, 
rising over the flaming conflict alx>ut giving power to 
women. People who speak frankly about the urgency and 
the cost o f this process are not welcome at the New 
Republic or at the Village Voice. 1 bet that an English 
professor who wears a righteous beard, leathers and 
tattoos probably does gel a hard time from his lefty 
colleagues. Biker garb makes a man threatening to the 
citizens, but vulnerable to authority. I don't think he would 
have a university job at all in the bad old days. Neither 
would the women who bother you Norm. I don’t think that 
the publisher o f Viet Nam Generation is part o f any 
problem at all. I do think there are 35 million or so 
Vietnamese women who would be surprised to hear it was 
a man's war.
Kali answers—I'm always amazed when guys who 
I’m inclined to think o f as ollwrwise bright, rational and 
fa ir minded start foaming at the mouth about feminist 
control o f  academic discourse. Wail. I say... What 
percentage o f tenured faculty members are women? What 
percentage o f department chairs? What percentage of 
publications in prestigious journals are authored by 
women? What is the relative salary o f men and women in 
the academy? I f  women have all the power, how come the 
guys have all the jobs and all the money?
>5
SpRiNq, 1992 ViET Nam  G eneration , Inc. VoltIME 4  NllMbER 1-2
You don’t know me from Eve. but you seem to have 
read volumes into a short couple o f sentences o f my 
prose—I ’m one o f “those" Liberal Fascists, a Crypto- 
Lesbian and an Enforcer for the Political Correctness 
Police. When anyone bothers to ask me. I call myself an 
Anarcho-Communitarian, and I'd like to welcome you to 
the community I live and work in. Come in. make yourself 
at home. It’s pretty friendly here. I f  you hung around with 
me abil you might find out that I'm a tattoo freak too (I have 
a Lyle Tuttle on my arm, and a bunch o f others scattered 
hither and yon) and I have a definite affection fo r leather. 
I like women and men, and I laugh a lot. It would be right 
courteous o f you to get to know me a little first before you 
used my head as a soapbox to stand on while you rant 
about feminists climbing to power over your prone body.
You sound real nervous, Mr. Lanquist, but I think that 
it’s not me that you ought to be afraid of. Back before I got 
into this Viet Nam war stuff, I used to be a student o f 
Southern political history. And I'm still convinced that part 
o f the reason the Populist movement crashed, burned and 
died was that poor white folks couldn’t overcome their 
suspicions that terrible things might happen to (hem if they 
took their boots o ff black folks' necks. The end result, o f 
course, is that rich whitefolks are still in power. Thedivide- 
and-conquer business is purely bad news for people like 
us.
Think hard before you appropriate terms like “sexual 
harassment" and use them to describe female power and 
male victimization. It sounds a lot like calling affirmative 
action “reverse discrimination" to me. Any Marxist Anarchist 
worth his salt knows where the power really lies in a 
society—you can count it up quick by taking a tally o f all 
the women who head Fortune 500 companies, or who hold 
a seat in the Senate.
I ’m an honest woman, and I say what I think is true. 
I ’d like to see Vietnam Generation include a lot more 
feminist voices. But I don’t censor my publications, and I 
don’t tell my editors what they can and cannot print. We 
work together as colleagues and equals. Though I didn’t 
like the content or context o f the Bly review, I printed it in 
the book review section where it belonged. When feminist 
reviewers write for me, I will print their reviews loo. I 
promise I  won’t try to silence you in order to make room for 
them. I hope, in turn, that you will do me and my sisters the 
same courtesy.
O wen Wis t e r  R ev Iew
Vet poet Jon Forrest Glade sent in the Spring 1992 
issue o f the classiest university literary review I have ever 
seen. It doesn't look like it was published in the U.S.. let 
alone by students. Outstanding graphics. The cover 
shows a vivid photo o f a man's left shoulder and arm from 
behind, hand grasping the back o f his head, elbow high, 
the figure in greys but parts o f a great big dragon tattoo 
showing vivid in four colors. The back cover shows the 
same photo, reduced, with a partial list o f contents. Other 
photos and paintings inside include 16 views of the same 
watertower from the same perspective that don't look at 
all alike, more male tattoos, and female figures. Drawings 
and cartoons and a storyboard, too, from about 30
artists. Mostly poetiy from about the same number of 
poets, an essay on tattoos by Karol Griffin, fiction and 
essays and a translation from Lucian by Philip Holt. The 
poems include W.D. Ehrhart and lyn lifshin and David 
Willson and B.D. Trail and Bill Shields as well as University 
ofWyoming students. 88 pages, perfect-bound cover with 
four color printing on all four surfaces, Contributors' 
Notes. Jon Glade is editor, the poetry editors are Spence 
Keralis and Erika L.S.C. Knudson. the Fiction Committee 
members are Shelly Norris, Brett Rice, Wanda G. Wade, 
the production assistant is Geoffrey Peters, and the art 
director is Teny R. Reid. The Owen Wister Review 
appears twice a year from the Student Publications 
Board o f the University ofWyoming. Annual subscription 
is $10. Individual copies are $5. Contact: OWR, PO Box 
4238, University Station, Laramie, WY 82071. Owen 
Wister wrote The Virginianand a lot o f other good books.
POW DAd
McCain, whose son was a POW in North 
Vietnam, was to play an important part in the 
story o f Cambodia. He is a tiny, sprightly, man 
with a straightforward view of the world. His 
military briefings were legendary. He would 
talk very excitedly for forty-five minutes on a 
subject that might be dealt with in ten and 
illustrate a doom-laden message with lurid 
maps of Southeast Asia. Extended from the 
bright-red belly o f China were gigantic red 
arrows or claws reaching all over that part of 
the free world for which McCain felt responsible. 
Sometimes his sermons on the “Chicom" threat 
were so energetic, his passionate pleas for aid 
so draining, that at the end o f a briefing he 
would drop into his chair, ask for questions, 
and fall fast asleep.
McCain's son used to talk like that in the Ha Noi 
Hilton, and they beat the shit out o f him for it. From p. 
136, W illiam  Shawcross, The F irst Fu ll-Scale  
Investigation into the Lies and Secret Treacheries o f  
Those White House Years—and the Leaders Who 
Treated an Innocent Nation As a . . . Sideshow: 
Kissinger, Nixon, and the Destruction o f  Cambodia, 
Pocket Books, published by arrangement with Simon 
and Schuster, October, 1979,396 pp., chronology, notes, 
bibliography and index. Nice cover with David Levine 
NYRB caricature o f Nixon and Kissinger.
POWs ANd NixoN
Stolen from Theater Magazine, January, 1992, $3.50 
issue, $27 for 11 issues in the U.S., $45 all other 
countries, glossy paper, saddle stitched 17" by 11" folded 
once, thick photo cover, editor Jim O'Quinn, all 
correspondence 355 Lexington Ave, NY NY 10017, see 
Stages: What A Riot, pp. 10-11, short reports edited by 
Lynn Jacobson:
M
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Coming Home. How Did American P.O.W.s 
survive the Vietnam War? At times, thoughts 
o f happy homecomings—like this one (photo of 
couples embracing) depicted in Theatre IV of 
Richmond, Va. 's Four Part Harmony—were the 
only things that kept them alive. Other survival 
strategies included communicating in code or 
conducting ‘classes' with fellow prisoners: One 
U.S. soldier with a music degree taught his 
cellmates music theoiy on a piano “keyboard- 
scratched into the dirt floor. Playwright Marcus 
Fisk—himself a Desert Storm veteran—collected 
these stories in interviews with ex-P.O.W.s 
(including Richm ond's own retired navy 
commander Paul Galanti and his wife Phyllis) 
to create Four Part Harmony, a musical 
composed by Douglas Minerd and recently 
directed by John Glenn at Theatre IV.
“Play it Again, ‘Nam. Tricky Dick tells all in 
the Organic Theatre o f Chicago's recent 
production o f Nixon Live! The Future is Now. 
Writer and actor Frank Melcotti portrayed the 
ex-President on a visit to Ricky's Tiki Lounge 
(photo o f actor with the nose and airline in a 
cheap suit standing by a man in goatee and 
shades and Arab headwrap at keyboard), where 
he ruminated on the Vietnam War, Watergate, 
and Spiro Agnew. Meanwhile, the proprietor 
(Jimi Jihad) tickled the ivories, and the lounge's 
patrons— the audience—got a chance to 
question the President at the conclusion o f the 
play. Melcori states that he did not want to do 
a cartoon o f Nixon, ‘but rather a characterization 
within the bounds o f political satire.’
Bounds? The man destroyed Cambodia because it 
seemed like a good idea at the time. I don't care if Melcori 
kidnaps him to use for a snuff flick. Imagine Alger Hiss 
renting that one at the video store for a few laughs. Who 
was that actor that used to mimic Nixon straight, like an 
Elvis impersonator, while Nixon was in office? Does 
anyone know what he's doing?
Some things to point out about the U.S. POWs at Ha 
Noi: they were almost all educated men of mature years 
who chose to engage in strategic bombing; many of them 
did not survive imprisonment; the two chief psychological 
strategies for survival were ideological resistance on the 
one hand, and cooperation in the heroic propaganda 
mission o f the communists against the air piracy o f the 
West on the other. Guess which one 1 think was more 
reasonable? Actually, a lot o f the guys just muddled 
through; their housing, diet, and medical care wasn’t a 
whole lot worse than that o f any Vietnamese refugee, and 
was better than anyone got at Con Son island; if you want 
to read up on what the experience was like, consult the 
campaign biographies of the POW senators, the published 
debriefings o f the Navy fliers, and read U.S. A. Major Eliot 
Gruner's masterful critical study o f POW narratives when 
it appears from Rutgers University Press. Say. was Paul 
Galanti’s wife Phyllis really a POW?
The most pro-Asian white man I know in public life, 
by the way, is Jack Downey, the C.I.A. agent who spent
twenty years in a Chinese prison— Dulles wouldn't trade 
for him. because that would mean he recognized 
Communism. All the parochial school kids in Connecticut 
grew up praying for his release, so he was a natural for 
office after he got out and earned a law degree. He was a 
state public utilities commissioner last time I looked, 
someone like Ireland's Prime Minister Erskine Childers 
Jr., whose revolutionary father had made him shake the 
hand of every man in the firing squad that killed Erskine 
Sr. The son forever afterward carried a moral heft that 
made people sit down and compromise. Why can’t our 
POW senators be like that? I mean, they got a White 
House party when they came back, what’s their beef? 
Why don't they shut down the whole POW/MIA 
boondoggle? Speaking o f Desert Storm veterans, hasn't 
our flier POW from that war been making public statements 
against the incineration of Iraq?
MAilbox: PraIse foR Us fROivi CaroI Bly
December 25th, 1991. Mary Bly brought me a copy 
o f your amazing publication Viet Nam Generation 
Newsletter, it is wonderful not just for the essays but for 
the bibliography. I will order more back copies when I am 
arranging my part o f the 3-departmental ethics course I 
teach at Minn.
For now, would you send me a subscription starting 
with vol. 3 no. 4 and here is a ten-dollar contrib. as well. 
For years I was unpaid manager and subscriptions 
person o f the Sixties Press and the Seventies Press, and 
know that the badly-paid or un-paid Thomas Paine 
publication people are a hope for us. So I so much respect 
what you are doing—and the scholarship wealth you’re 
offering. Just amazing. Thanks! Best wishes, Carol Bly, 
1668 Juno Avenue, St. Paul, MN 55116, 612-699-5427.
PREsidio Press
Richard Kane, Vice President for Marketing at this 
press, sent along a catalogue from “America's Foremost 
Publisher o f Military History." The history tends more 
towards personal narratives and retired officers’ reports 
and campaign histories with problematic documentation 
than towards analytic treatment o f contemporary sources, 
but that still covers a lot o f interesting ground, and 
Presidio's eye for a reprint opportunity is impressive. If 
you like war stories, you should get this catalogue. About 
240 titles. Color photo cover o f Rhonda Corum, a Desert 
Storm POW whose She Went to W ar , cloth 6 x 9 ,1  map, 
16 b & w photos, 256 pp, $19.95 leads the new list. They 
say it’s soon to be a major television movie. The blurb- 
writer thinks that war “is a world where women have 
previously never been allowed" and sure enough there 
isn’t a rape or prostitution narrative in the lot. They do 
have Harry Combs' Brules, a Western by an aviation 
executive, 576 pp, 6 x 9, 1 map, frontispiece, 6 line 
drawings. $19.95. There is my favorite POW narrative. 
Dieter Dengler’s Escape From Laos, paper, 228 pp, 6 x 
9, 1 illustration, 2 maps, $9.95. It sidesteps the whole Ha 
Noi Hilton I'm-proud-to-be-an-American-thing, since the
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pilot is in the jungle, in Laos. Dengler mostly talks about 
food, and doesn't seem to have spent much more time in 
the U.S. after he got home than he absolutely had to. He 
grew up in Germany under the Allied bombing. Lots and 
lots o f books from all kinds o f wars, especially including 
the ones about Americans in Viet Nam. Presidio publishes 
at least one RVN author, many Wehrmacht soldiers, and 
HarrySummers. I could report the whole list, butgetyour 
own from PO Box 1764, Novato. CA 94948-1764, FAX 
415-898-0383, 800-966-5179, V isa. M astercard. 
American Express, book rate shipping $2.50 per order, 
allow 6 to 8 weeks.
R e c o n c i l i a t i o n
I met Merle Ratner o f the Committee in Solidarity 
with Viet Nam, Cambodia, & Laos. PO 303, Prince 
Station, NY NY 10012-0006. 212-420-1586 on February 
22 at a party at Ben Kiernan and Chantou Boua's after 
the Schell Center conference on Genocide and Democracy 
in Cambodia. She was accompanied by Do Le Chau, a 
correspondent with the Viet Nam News Agency at the 
United Nations, contact: 10 Waterside Plaza Apt. 7A, New 
York. NY 10010, (H) 212-689-1153, (W) 212-963-76116.
Do was very interested to see issues 3:3 and 3:4 o f the 
newsletter, and may translate some short fiction for us in 
the future. Do is from Ha Noi, about 36years old. He gave 
me a copy o f the Viet Nam Courier: A Monthly Review, 
“First Published in May 1964," New Series No. 27 
January 1992, a tabloid o f 16 pp, with color photos and 
general articles on trade, culture, and travel in Viet Nam. 
The review contains a substantial amount o f specific 
information and leads, attractively presented. It is edited 
by Phan Doan Nam at 10 Le Pung Hieu. Ha Noi, SRV. 
phone 52974-57731, and printed in Viet Nam at the Ha 
Noi Moi Printing House. All articles may be reproduced 
with mention o f Viet Nam Courier as the source. I think 
that Do can supply a sample copy, if you write him.
Ratner is recently back from two months in Viet Nam. 
She just gave a talk at Hunter College in New York. 
Thursday Februaiy 20, on “The Vietnamese Revolution 
Today. How are the Vietnamese people buildingsocialism? 
How do they see the process o f doi moi (renovation) in 
their society? How is the current international balance o f 
forces affecting Viet Nam?" Slides by Joan Nicholson 
accompanied the talk. Ms. Nicholson was a participant in 
the U.S.-Viet Nam Peace Walk. Cindy Homzy o f the 
Campaign to Oppose the Return of the Khmer Rouge gave 
a special report on the situation in Cambodia.
Ratner gave me a brochure, "Healing the Wounds o f 
War: A  Vietnamese Vet Brings a Message o f Peace and 
Reconciliation for Friendship Between the Vietnamese 
and American Peoples, For Diplomatic relations Between 
the U.S. and Viet Nam. “ The brochure, reportson the U.S. 
tour o f Nguyen Ngoc Hung, the PAVN veteran whose Yale 
visit I reported on in issue 3:2. It says he served from 
1969-1975 in the QuangTri-ThuaThien area. His brother 
is MIA. The brochure has nine photos, one a portrait o f 
Nguyen, the rest showing him in company at the memorial 
in New Haven and in Dorchester, MA, with Ron Kovic in 
LA, shaking hands in Nellsville, WI, toasting with a black
man in DC. with a group o f men at a “vet center" in New 
York and at The Veterans Building in San Francisco and 
in front o f a bust o f Martin Luther King, Jr. at the MLK 
Center in Atlanta.
The brochure calls for funds to continue projects 
similar to Nguyen's tour. Send tax-deductible checks to 
the Veterans Peace Tour. PO Box 303, Prince Station, NY 
NY 10012. The brochure also suggests that readers 
circulate “The People's Call for Peace," some kind of 
petition, in his or her community. The Center also offers 
to provide speakers, slide shows, films, and videos for 
educational events. All these activities are sponsored by 
the Asia Resource Center, the National Network of 
Indochina Activists, Vinamex Corporation, VINEXCO, 
Viet Nam Veterans Against the War, Clergy and Laity 
Concerned, Association of Vietnamese in the U.S., The 
Women's Workshop in the Americas, and the US/Puerto 
Rico Solidarity Network.
RAy HeLLer D eacI
Obit by Bruce Lambert. New York Times, Monday 
February 10. 1992, page D12, undated MSU headshot, 
says Ray E. Heifer died on January 27 at Sparrow 
Hospital in East Lansing, Michigan. He was 62 years old 
and lived in East Lansing. Heifer, a pediatrician and 
educator, articulated and expounded leading theories of 
the generational cycle o f child abuse. He initiated the 
Children's Trust Fund, an organization to prevent abuse 
that has been included as a voluntary checkoff on income 
tax forms in most states. He edited The Battered Child 
(University o f Chicago, 1968) with his mentor Dr. C. 
Henry Kempe. It was the subject o f a documentary in 
1969. Hie pair also produced Helping the Battered Child 
and His Family (Lippincotl, 1972). Heifer was just now 
finishing his fifth book, Mothersin Captivity, comparing 
human child abuse to abuse o f offspring by captive 
primates. He was a professor o f pediatrics and human 
development at Michigan State University since 1971.
W m . R eese C o
This fine firm sends out great catalogues, perfect- 
bound beauties. #101 is “Literature (Etc.) From Strawberry 
Hill to Iowa City. Bill Reese is some kind o f Texan, about 
40, long resident in New Haven and friendly with the 
Beineke Rare Book Library at Yale. So he gets books from 
the Larry McMurtry Western Americana/contemporary 
writing program circuit, from the aging and dying 
Johnson/Boswell/Walpole mafia and widows, and the 
Norman Holmes Pearson American Studies/Donald 
Gallup American-in-Paris network. If you don't know, all 
three o f these gangs have intimate personnel involvement 
in the war on communism and in the 1960s generally. 
Terry Halladay, Reese's cataloguer, one o f the all-time 
great laconic describers o f books and an inspirational 
figure for this section o f the Newsletter, has a good eye 
for items related to the war. Reese & Co. is very much for 
the carriage trade but prices on odd books are quite
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reasonable considering you don't have to root around in 
someone’s bam. Old money customers do have a way of 
keeping prices down. You don’t see the cult, inefficient- 
market, speculators’ price inflation that buyers inspire 
and tolerate from dealers in comic books and science 
fiction and Viet Nam War titles. Reese has stray Afro- 
American, WWII, and little magazine items all the time for 
not much at all if you just have to have them. I buy a good 
book every few years and send Terry fan mail just to keep 
getting the catalogue. Be a mensch and do the same. On 
the other hand, if 1 could regularly pay a reasonable 
premium for Johnsoniana and famous U.S. books, like 
for instance if I was a library, I'd blow a lot o f the budget 
here. I've never heard a word o f sharp practice breathed 
against these dealers, in half a lifetime o f hobnobbing 
with squirrelly and resentful New Haven book collectors. 
In #101, Reese offers:
958. [Viet Nam): Morris, Marjorie, and Don Sauers: 
AND/OR ANTONYMS FOR OUR AGE. New York: Harper 
[1967). Cloth. Small quarto. Photographs. Trace ofsunning 
at edges, else fine in very good dust jacket with a few short 
tears at edges.
First edition, clothbound issue. A  pictorial polemic o f 
its time, juxtaposing photographs from Viet Nam with 
analogues in the States. A  regular coffee table fixture 
then, seldom seen now. $35.
959. [Viet Nam Fiction] Wolfe. Michael: THE TWO- 
STAR PIGEON. New York, Harper, [1975]. Cloth and 
boards, first edition. Fine in near fine dust jacket with 
light soiling to rear panel. $25."
Also o f special interest: “Our next catalogue devoted 
wholly to literature will no doubt contain a considerable 
numbers o f items drawn from our recent brief trip to 
London for the auction o f the second portion o f Siegfried 
Sassoon’s library. We made considerable purchases there 
for clients, for our own collections, and for inventory." 
Reese & Co. has always had great WWI books, especially 
association copies. They're known in particular for trans- 
Mississippi frontier stuff, David Willson. I think that's a 
separate catalogue. Good guys, great books, you should 
check it out.
Whoops. Reese & Co.’s Catalogue 106: Literature 
just came in 2-14-91. Many items of interest. A  quick 
glean:
870. [Viet Nam fiction] Proffitt, Nicholas: THE 
EMBASSY HOUSE, new York: Bantam Books, [1986]. 
Glossy pictorial wrappers. Advance reading copy o f the 
first edition. Publisher's letter laid in. Sticker removal 
mark on front wrapper, else very good. $30
871. [V iet Nam R eportage ]: Sa fer, M orley: 
FLASHBACKS; ON RETURNING TO VIETNAM. New York: 
Random House, [1990], Printed wrappers, label. 
Uncorrected page proofs o f the first edition. Two separately 
printed quarto leaves o f text are paperclipped in. Near 
fine. $30.
Under World War I: W. Trotter, Ralph H. Moltram, 
Georges Duhamel, H.M. Tomlinson, George Dickson. 
WWII: Irwin Edman, H.N. Forbes. Hugh Adamthwaite, 
Roger Venables, Roger Lancelyn Green, Edward Lowbury, 
C. Rufane Sanders, D. Laurence Benvenot, Michael 
Fenwick, William Wolff, Joan Warburg, R. Ellis Roberts. 
Many o f these books belonged to Sassoon. I don’t think
any o f these men are U.S., though Terry refers to Fenwick 
as KIA. Other related authors scattered throughout 
catalogue.
Contact: Wm. Reese Co., 409Temple St, New Haven, 
CT 06511. 203-789-8081, FAX 203-865-7653. Stock 
maybe seen, by appointment only. Rooms are located two 
blocks from the main Yale libraries.
Rod McQuEARy
Rod McQueary called 10 February 1991, to tell about 
the big Cowboy poetry gathering at Elko, Nevada three 
weeks ago. He's been going for about 8 years. The event 
is always the last weekend in January. Every year he has 
attended, the crowd has been estimated at 8 to 12 K. but 
this year they far exceeded that figure. There are about 90 
such gatherings annually, McQueary says, though Elko 
is the big one. Next weekend there's one in Grand 
Junction. Nevada. The Elko event takes place in the town 
convention center, and in a couple other meeting halls. 
There are about 1200 hotel and motel rooms in Elko, and 
by the event o f each gathering they are all booked for the 
following year. McQueary gave a couple performances of 
his poetry. He met Bob Holman, o f 17 White St, NY NY 
212-226-0894, who has some relationship with PBS and 
runs a nightclub for poets in Manhattan. There is a lot o f 
Western and Cowboy music at the gathering as well as 
poetry. McQueary says that the crowd are mostly people 
who have been forced off their small farms or ranches in 
this generation, into factory or mine work. They are 
seeking cultural heritage, and a Native American-like 
ethic o f reverence for the land is often expressed. I asked 
if many Indians attend, and McQueary said that a few, 
not many, do. He said that the poetry is given at the 
Convention Center in three or four different venues, will 
events all day long, and every seat always filled. He did his 
"Lizard Trilogy", which we'll print here if we can ever 
figure out how, and “quoted" some o f Bill Shields' work. 
In another performance, he performed his work, 
“Homeward," printed in the newsletter this issue. Several 
veterans approached McQueary afterwards and thanked 
him. One man asked that McQueary send the poem to a 
friend.
Soon he will have a nice book to send out. At Elko, he 
met with John Doffiemyer o f the Dry Crik Review, Box 
51, Lemon Cove, CA. 93244, 209-597-2512, and with Bill 
Jones. Doffiemyer proposes to publish a collection o f 
Jones’ and McQueary's work. Then he proposes to take 
that collection, along with books by Bill Shields and Jon 
Glade, to a commercial publisher to interest them in an 
anthology. Rod says that he can't think o f a good name for 
the first book, but is sure that Doffiemyer will come up 
with something. John D. has done well with his Dry Crik 
Review, recovering costs, says Rod, by his third issue, 
and now enjoying about 400 subscribers.
McQueary went on to talk about Bill Jones. McQueary 
says that Bill is the manager o f the Lazy L and B in 
Duboise, Wyoming. He worked as a railroad detective 
until he “was killed in a car wreck." It so happened that 
the paramedics on the scene knew Jones, so they went 
the extra mile in attempting to revive him, and got lucky.
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It was a year before the poet could walk. McQueary says 
Bill is working on a poem for the new collection, about 
returning a dead friend’s effects to his mother, as promised 
but twenty years late. We discussed possible places to 
meet as I cross the country to Seattle this June. McQueary 
enjoys the newsletter issues he has read. He especially 
liked Gretchen Kay Lube's essay in 3:3. He admires the 
way our writers put their address on the writing. Besides 
the phone call. I got a letter and a package o f poems today 
from McQueary as well. Here are some parts of the letter:
I ranch in Ruby Valley, Nevada on a place my 
Grandad bought in 1946. I have lived here all 
my life, minus school years and service time. I 
was in the army National Guard, but decided to 
join the USMC with a good friend. (Sort o f a 
Quayle story in reverse.)
I was a good rifle shot, went to all the right 
schools, then shipped right to Viet Nam in 
December 1970. For some crazy reason, my 
assignment was changed from 0311 to 1st 
Division MPS. That is like graduating Magna 
Cum Laude in poacher school, and being hired 
as a game warden. After leaving USMC in 1972,
I went to a small school in Oregon, met Niki 
Swakharner, and we were married in 1973.
The cattle business was pretty bad in the 
middle 80s, and I wrote a few things about it.
One invitation led to another, I have been 
reciting in shows and Poetry Gatherings ever 
since. I was on the Tonight Show" last February.
Bill Jones and I met at The Durango Poetry 
Gathering three years ago, after a few separate 
projects, and we were approached by the 
publisher o f the Dry Crik Review  to do a book.
We have worked on that for almost a year, now 
and it should be out early in the summer. I 
enjoyed V7VG Newsletter, and am honored to 
be included in it. Best wishes. Rod McQueary,
HC 60. PO 675, Ruby Valley. NV 89833, 702- 
779-2257.
McQueary has a tape, Chicken Outfit, 40 minutes 
o f poetry and jokes, available from him for $10.
RourUdQE UNivERsiTy P ress
Here is a publishing house with a coherent list that 
is so close to the interests o f Viet Nam Generation 1 could 
run the whole catalogue. Fortunately I only had a copy in 
my hands for a moment before 1 had to give it back to my 
housemate, a Marguerite Duras specialist, who had in 
turn taken it quietly from the office o f a superior at her 
university and had to slip it back onto his desk right 
away. So I just had time to make a few picks. When I got 
to DC to put this issue together I found that Kali had her 
own copy, with a different set o f picks. Get your own copy. 
It’s got a glossy cover with five by seven o f Jack Lemmon 
and Tony Curtis in fur-trimmed black and matching 
hats, carrying old-time luggage on a train platform in 
Some Like It Hot. There are 55 pp. o f stock, a list o f
participating retailers, and an index by author and title. 
Stock is classified by topic, including Thinking Gender, 
Feminist Criticism and Popular Culture.
O f all the trendy scholarly presses, Routledge is the 
one I've seen whose catalogue comes closest to describing 
its books. When I was writing purchasing studies I found 
that vague specifications in product literature are a 
problem with hand tools and rubber flooring too. Writers 
everywhere like to sell consumer goods by evoking anxiety 
in the reader, an itch to be scratched by buying the 
widget. The problem with this approach in a cultural 
studies catalogue is it works too well, I want to buy and 
read eveiy thing, which 1 can't do so I say to hell with it and 
stomp off to read some more comic books and practice my 
Viet so I can form my own damn opinions about popular 
culture and post-colonialism. Routledge comes close to 
describing what their books are like, given that the 
catalogue reader lives in shouting distance o f a research 
university, but that given lets a lot o f hype about what's 
hot slip in.
Some picks: When the Moon Wanes Red: Gender 
and Cultural Politics, Trinh T. Minh-ha, the American 
who made that film in Viet Nam, 240 pp, 1991, illus., 
Cloth #A5627 $45. paper #A5631 $14.95; Subculture: 
The Meaning o f  Style, by Dick Hebdige, about rock and 
roll, 1981, 195 pp, Paper #1293 $14.95; The Unusable 
Past: Theory and the Study o f  American Literature, 
by Russell J. Reising, 1986, 224 pp, Paper #9827 $14.95; 
Fighting Sons and Warring Words: Popular Lyrics o f  
Two World Wars, by Brian Murdoch, 1990, 272 pp, 
cloth #A3953 $67.50. Like I say, get your own copy. They 
published Walter Capps’ The Vietnam Reader (1991,288 
pp.. cloth #A3261 $45.00, paper #A3265 $14.95). The 
writeup o f this last collection strikes me as odd. The 
copywriter thinks that “the standard histories and cultural 
studies have been written" and is ga-ga over Capps' 
inclusion o f U.S. veterans' testimony. He or she is also 
way impressed with Capps’ recognition that the war 
actually happened. Maybe Viet Nam Generation, Inc. and 
Routledge don't really have very much in common after 
all.
Contact: Routledge, Chapman, and Hall, Inc. 29 
West 35th St, NY NY 10001-2291,212-244-6412, $2.50 
postage and shipping in the US for the first book, $1 for 
each one after that, Visa, Mastercard, and American 
Express. They also produce and distribute two journals. 
Textual Practice and Cultural Studies, both 144 pp 
per issue. 3 issues/yr, $55/$85 individual/institution, 
CS is $5 less, write for free sample to Sharon McDuell, 
Routledge. 11 New Fetter Lane, London EC4P 4EE, UK.
RydER War P oem
Roll the muffled drum 
Wail the shrieking fife 
Halpine's in his home 
Only his remains come. . .
And we hold the breath 
In the presence o f death
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And we hold the breath 
For the men who faced death 
Veterans every one.
Now bursts the awful chime 
As they pass in line 
Shoulder to shoulder 
As they sway together 
As they vibrate together.
With music weird and strange 
As sounds that range 
Along the billowy shore 
When storm rules the hour 
Alas! Alas!
As they pass 
As they pass.
Wakes within the brain 
Ah so dull a pain 
Wakes within the frame 
Both a chill and pain 
Ah so dull a pain
That's verse from Albert Pinkham Ryder, the painter. 
It turns out that his brothers fought for the Union, one as 
a sailor, one in artillery. I found the poetry quoted in 
Albert Pinkham Ryder, by Elizabeth Brown, a 344 page 
catalogue o f an exhibition held at the National Museum 
o f American Art, 6 Apr-29 July 1990, on page 17. Brown's 
text uses research and common sense to dissolve the 
usual anecdotes o f Ryder's quintessential Americanness 
but leaves him seeming even more self-made and 
admirable, a contemporary biographical approach I like 
very much. Brown cites the verse in reference to a portrait 
o f a Union officer which visitors saw in Ryder's studio but 
which is no longer known. No one knows who Halpine 
was. Well, Charles Graham Halpine (1829-1868) was an 
Irish-born humorist who retired from the U.S. Army as 
Brigadier General. He published throughout the war in 
New York's Herald. But what do I know: look him up in 
my reprint ofthe incomparable B.M. Fullerton's Selective 
Bibliography o f  American Literature 1 775-1900 (Ox 
Bow Press, 1989). Fullerton not only read all the authors 
that the wonderful and industrious Cathy Davidson and 
her less zestful colleagues are digging up. he also enjoyed 
doing it. He was read out o f U.S. literary studies when 
that field was being cooked up, for not being German 
enough, and for being so vulgar as to live by trade.
The source given for the portrait is Sadakichi 
Hartmann, “AVisit to Ryder" Artnews 1 (March 1897): 1- 
3. reprinted in Sadakichi Hartmann Newsletter 2. no. 
3 (Winter 1971): 4-5. This maybe the source for the poem 
as well. Brown gives a marvellous “Appendix A: Poems 
and Verse Composed by Albert Pinkham Ryder", pp. 315- 
322, with sources, but 'Halpine' seems to have fallen 
through the fingers o f the really determined editing o f this 
book o f pictures. There's no telling where Brown read the 
poem, what the title is, whether the verses cited are the 
whole poem, and whether they were ever printed before. 
I haven’t tried to reproduce Brown's rendering of the 
poem's typography. She says that Ryder wasn't happy
with the way any o f the few o f his poems that were printed 
looked on the page. Well hey, ifyou want complete control 
over your work, write it out yourself, fold it up. sew it shut, 
and throw it in the backofa  drawer like Emily Dickinson, 
or typeset the damn thing yourself like Walt Whitman. Or 
browbeat a whole generation into thinking typography is 
real meaningful, like Charles Olson did. I'm with Joyce 
and Shakespeare and Homer on this issue, but I suppose 
that somebody's got to believe that there's a right way to 
put song in print, or you end up with a lamentable 
situation like you have with rock and roll lyric sheets. 
Let's see, odds and ends: Sadakichi Hartmann was 
himself a fine poet and an East/West intercultural oddity, 
o f whom there are more in the U.S. past than you might 
think. Emily Dickinson didn't write war poetry, 1 always 
thought, having scoured through all the poems and 
letters to find like three acknowledgements that the Civil 
War even took place, until Shira Wolosky pointed out to 
me that she wrote about nearly nothing else. You know, 
like Aliens is a Viet Nam War movie. See Shira Wolosky, 
Emily Dickinson: Poet o f  W a r . The author teaches in 
Jerusalem lately, maybe she’s still thinking about war.
D ana S acHs
A  good-bye call this Sunday afternoon, January 12, 
1992, from Dana Sachs, who departs on the fifteenth for 
three or four months in Viet Nam. Her apartment will be 
occupied. The Bay Area journalist travelled in Viet Nam 
ip 1991 for the San Francisco Chronicle, spent the 
summer studying elementary Viet at Cornell, and is 
returning to Southeast Asia with assignments from a 
half-dozen leading W estern and Canadian urban 
newspapers. She may be contacted for additional work 
through the office o f this newsletter or by writing Peter 
Saidel, re: Sachs. Volunteers in Asia, c/o FAO, Regional 
Office for Asia and the Pacific, Maliwan Mansion. Phra, 
Atit Rd, Bangkok, 10200-Thailand.
A letter from her on 24 February, dated 15 Feb, 1992:
I've been in Asia over a month and I haven’t 
go tten  to V ie t Nam. The postm ark  
notwithstanding, I am in Asia. I've just found 
someone going back to the U.S. to give this to, 
to mail. I'm hoping and planning to leave in a 
few days. I've been really busy trying to get my 
writing projects done, so I had to postpone 
leaving for Viet Nam. Cambodia was quite 
amazing. 1 stayed for about two weeks and 
spent most o f that time interviewing people. I 
had an interpreter who has a motorbike, so 
we'd zip all over the place. It was great. I talked 
to the director o f a hospital, a junior high 
principal, prostitutes, soldiers who'd lost their 
legs from landmines. You've probably heard, 
there are a lot o f land mines in Cambodia. 
There’s a saying: One will know the Cambodian 
of the future for he or she has but one leg. Since 
1 got back to Bangkok a couple o f weeks ago I’ve 
been trying to make some sense o f the whole 
thing. For a while, while I still there, I was
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feeling quite depressed about the prospects for 
peace. The various factions seem to hate each 
other so much, it’s always possible that the 
whole place will just fall apart, with the war 
starting all over again. I’ve finished two stories 
about Cambodia, a long one for the SF 
Examiner Sunday Magazine and a shorter 
one for the Toronto Globe 61 Mail. I haven’t 
heard from my editors yet. I hope they were 
okay. 1 have one more piece to write, about an 
environmental controversy over the building of 
a dam across the Me Kong. When I finish that 
(today? tomorrow?) I'll be ready to go to Viet 
Nam. I did have a few chances to speak 
Vietnamese in Cambodia. As you know many 
Cambodians hate the Vietnamese so my interest 
in the Vietnamese language was not something 
to advertise. It was very exciting. O f course, the 
few conversations I had were very basic, but I 
was speaking with people who don't speak 
English and I was able to communicate, so it 
was totally exciting. I can't wait to get there and 
really have a chance to work on it. I'm a bit 
nervous though because I haven’t studied at 
all, really, since December. I'm afraid I've 
forgotten a lot. My visa came through, arranged 
by Y. and Lan’s friend Phong. I get to stay for six 
months if I want and could probably even 
extend it after that. I have no idea how long I'll 
stay. Right now I’m so happy to be in Asia I'm 
really not thinking about when I'll go home. I 
saw John Marsden (Cambodian language 
supervisor at SEASSI '91) on the street in 
Bangkok but I was in a bad mood (hot & tired) 
so I didn't say hello. Lots o f SEASSI. Cornell 
SEAP connections over here. It’s funny how 
everyone seems to know everyone else. I'm sure 
I'll find that to be true in Viet Nam.
S o utheast AsiAN P roqraivi
The Cornell University Southeast Asian Program 
Pub lications produce handsom e and a ffordab le 
paperbound editions of standard and leading scholarly 
works for teaching and research in Southeast Asian 
Studies. All books are in English, except language texts 
and readers. Indochina is not a major focus, but there are 
several books, including instructional books and tapes 
for Vietnamese and Khmer language study. Southeast 
Asian Capitalists, edited by Ruth McVey (1992. 220 pp. 
$16), focuses on Thailand, Indonesia, the Philippines 
and Malaysia in the 1970s and 1980s, but that might be 
relevant background for Viet Nam and Cambodia in the 
years ahead. Authors include Ruth McVey. Akira Suehiro, 
Richard Robison, Jean Aden. Sieh Lee Mei Ling. Heng Pek 
Koon, Gary Hawes, Jamie Mackie, and Richard Doner. O f 
sim ilar interest: Intellectual Property and US 
Relations with Indonesia, Malaysia, Singapore, and 
Thailand, by Elisabeth Uphoff (1991, 67 pp. $8.00).
I actually have in hand three books on Viet Nam. 
P ostw a r Viet Nam : D ilem m as in S ocia list
Development, edited by David G. Marr and Christine P. 
White (1988, 248 pp. $12) presents fourteen articles by 
as many authors on Knowledge and Society, Economic 
Policy and Reforms, Institutional Change, and Trends in 
Aid and Trade. There's a substantial chronology and 
bibliography, and a list o f contributors. 19 charts, tables, 
maps, and plates. Japanese Relations with Viet Nam: 
I95J-J987,byM asayaShiraishi91990, 174 pp, $12.00) 
includes a subchapler on The Vietnam War and Japan. 
The four main chapters are: The Period Prior to 1973, 
Japanese Attitudes Toward Viet Nam from 1973 to 1975. 
Japanese Attitudes Toward Viet Nam from 1975 to 1978, 
and Japanese Policy Toward Viet Nam After 1978. If one 
of us is competent to review these titles, would he or she 
please contact Book Review Editor Dan Scripture? See 
his address at the top o f the Book Review section.
More in our line is No Other Road to Take (Khong 
Con Duong Nao Khac): Memoir o f  Mrs. Nguyen Thi 
Dinh, Chairman o f  the South Vietnam Liberation 
Front's Women's Association and Deputy Commander 
o f the National Liberation Front Armed Forces, 
recorded by Tran Huong Nam, translated by Mai Van 
Elliott, first published by NhaXuat Ban Phu Nu. Ha Noi, 
1968 (1976, 77 pp, $6.00). A preface by George McT. 
Kahin explains that Nguyen was one o f the key leaders in 
the formation o f the NLF in Ben Tre Province on the Me 
Kong Delta in 1959-1960. She was born there in 1920, 
served as a revolutionary against the French and came to 
be Deputy Commander o f the South Viet Nam Liberation 
Forces in 1965. There are three photos o f Nguyen. One is 
a portrait, one shows her with male troops, one watching 
female guerrillas train. There is a map showing National 
Liberation Front administrative and military subdivisions 
of South Viet Nam. A nineteen page introduction by the 
translator discusses Ben Tre. the fight against the French, 
the policies o f Diem, to wit: the To Cong Campaign, 
control o f the people, land reform, and population 
relocation. Elliott also discusses the formation o f the NLF 
and the concerted uprising in Ben Tre, then draws the 
conclusion the Diem's policies antagonized the Southern 
farmers and drove them to fight. There is also a Publisher's 
Introduction for the Women's Publishing House. A  quick 
scan shows that Nguyen’s account starts when she is ten 
years old, and has a lot o f anecdotes with dialogue 
showing how ideas for armed struggle spread among her 
associates.
Contact: Southeast Asia Program Publications, East 
Hill Plaza. Ithaca. NY 14850, 607-255-8030, 8 AM to 3:30 
PM daily. Postage and handling $1.50 for first book and 
50 cents for each extra book, in the U.S.
Sex, M oney ANd M o raUt y
Subtitled: Prostitution and Tourism in Southeast 
Asia, by Thanh-Darn Truong. Ph.D. 202 pp., substantial 
bibliography, index, Zed Books Ltd, London and New 
Jersey. 1990. $17.50 paper. What looks like a very smart 
exceedingly well-researched and digested book on a 
central topic in North/South relations. The author is a 
Viet now carrying a Dutch passport, as a lecturer at the 
Institute o f Social Studies. The Hague. A  glance shows 
that her study is widely informed by theoretical studies
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and social research. Chapter headings: The Analytical 
Framework for Prostitution: Sexual Labor in Prostitution; 
International Tourism and Prostitution in SE Asia: The 
Political Economy o f International Tourism: Gender 
Relations and Prostitution in Thailand; Foreign Exchange, 
Tourism and Prostitution in Thailand: Conclusion.
Will an expert please query Dan Scripture about 
reviewing this book? I've heard that a delegation o f 
Japanese businessmen were received by SRVN officials 
to discuss sex tours in Viet Nam. on the model o f those 
provided in Thailand for travellers from Japan. Germany, 
and the U.S. The report nauseates me. the Tale o f Kieu 
notwithstanding, especially since I also hear that all of 
Thailand's thousands o f prostitutes are HIV positive or 
soon will be. Let's hope that Communist morality holds 
the line. Don't associate my gut feelings on this matter 
with the views o f Dr. Truong, which seem to be rigorous 
and subtle and beyond quick summary by someone who 
hasn't read the book yet.
Bill SHORT, WillA SEidENbERQ, ANd Le 
TRi D unq
On Friday. March 24, Skip Delano and Oliver Hirsch 
picked me up on their way from New York and we drove 
to the Addison Gallery at Phillips Academy. Andover, MA. 
for the opening reception for William Short and Willa 
Seidenberg's "AMatter o f Conscience". LeTri Dung's “The 
Black Paintings." and Short's photos o f public areas in Ha 
Noi. The exhibition was presented in conjunction with 
Phillips Academy’s winter term course A Hard Rain is 
Gonna Fall: The Literature, Film and Music o f  the 
Vietnam War. The Short/Seidenberg work is now part of 
the gallery's permanent collection. Dung's work was for 
sale.
“A  Matter o f Conscience" is several dozen present- 
day portrait photos of men and women who resisted war 
while in military service. Short took the photos, and 
Seidenberg prepared a personal history that is hung by 
each individual. Nearly all the subjects are from the war 
in Viet Nam, but Short and Seidenberg included several 
military resisters to Desert Storm. Above and below and 
beside the photos and bios, the walls were papered with 
photocopies o f contemporary posters, newspapers, and 
other documents. Circulating in the room were many of 
the dissident vets whose images hung on the wall, 
including Skip and Oliver. Jabiya Dragonsun, John 
Tuma, Terry Irvin, and Bill Short himself. Sony. I didn't 
bring a notebook and buttonhole people for names. I just 
drifted around, gawking and chatting.
I wish I had the wits to have asked Oliver Hirsch to 
write a review o f the exhibit. He is a photographer and 
painter immersed in the worlds o f painters and dealers 
and critics. Hirsch told me Short's photos of Ha Noi were 
very fine indeed in terms of what photographers are 
trying to do lately. “A  Matter o f Conscience" for me is a war 
memorial, a soldier's story. Bill Short decided to stop 
fighting in Viet Nam in 1969. and went to Long Binh for 
it. He's gathered the image and narrative o f dozens o f 
people a little like him. It's a strong vole for conscience 
and peace.
The Addison Gallery has produced a handsome and 
inexpensive oversize catalogue of the exhibit, A Matter o f  
Conscience: GI Resistance During the Viet Nam War, 
photographs by William Short, oral histories by Willa 
Seidenberg and William Short. 1992., Addison Gallery. 
Phillips Academy. Andover. MA 01810. I paid $18.95 for 
one. Perfect-bound, paper, details o f Paul Atwood’s left 
hand on front, right hand on back, holding his father's 
service photo and lags & ribbons & USMC insignia 
respectively. 83 pages, nearly all o f them beautiful photos 
except five o f bios for 24 quarter-page photos, and a 
glossary, and a full-page bio for the about 24 full-page 
portraits. Most o f the resisters are holding mementos. It's 
a lovely book. Check out the selection o f Short's photos 
that appeared in V iet Nam G eneration 2:1. GI 
Resistance: Soldiers and Veterans Against the War.
Short and Seidenberg like to include people. They 
include each other in their project, which includes many 
other persons. They threw a party in the gallery after the 
reception proper, then had everyone back to the house. 
Most impressively, they included a Vietnamese painter in 
their exhibit. The paintings o f Le Tri Dung filled the front 
room of the exhibition. Le is a PAVN veteran from a family 
o f artists. He served in an armored division in the capture 
o f Sai Gon. He served as a military artist for a few years 
after that. Some o f his most striking paintings show 
deformed children, a consequence ofdioxin. The children 
are shown as cherubs, aloft. As 1 stared at one painting, 
trying to read the Vietnamese inscription, John Tuma 
explained to me that such deformed children are an 
element already present in Vietnamese art. The farm 
family traditionally kills deformed newborns, and they 
have to appease the monstrous spirits. Tuma is an 
archaeologist. The Army trained him elaborately in 
Vietnamese so he could interrogate prisoners. He was 
removed from Military Intelligence after he refused to 
countenance torture. A  grenade exploded in his hut. and 
some Province Recon tried to walk him into an ambush. 
It was a lot o f fun looking at Le's pictures with the subjects 
o f Short's photos.
You can see a photo o f Le and reproductions of his 
painting Agent Orange (on silk. 1978, 17 1/4 by 22 
inches) and his drawing After the Bombing at A-Sau 
(charcoal pencil on rice paper. 1972, 10 3/4 by 15 1/2 
inches) on pages 92 and 93 of As Seen By Both Sides: 
American and Vietnamese Artists Look At the War, 
edited by David Thomas, February. 1991. distributed for 
the William JoinerCenterand the Indochina Arts Project, 
20 Webster Court. Newton Centre, MA. 02159. by the U 
o f MA Press. P.O. 429. Amherst. MA 01004. Perfect- 
bound, 115 pages, the bulk o f the book consists o f an 
interview with Lois Tarlow with each o f about 40 
Vietnamese and U.S. artists (mostly men. mostly vets, 
several non-vets from both sides, several U.S. women, 
one Viet woman, one ethnic Chinese overseas Viet U.S. 
man) with a photo o f the artist on the page with the 
interview, accompanied by a facing page reproduction 
(68 in color, 14 in black and white overall) o f two o f the 
artist's works. Short is in there, on the pages right after 
Le. There are also essays by Lucy Lippard and David 
Kunzle, a chronology ofViet Nam 1858-1990, a checklist 
o f the work presented, other items o f interest, especially
41
SpRiNq, 1992 ViET INam  G eneration , Inc. VolllME 4 NuMbER 1-2
names. There's a Preface by the Joiner Board, a Foreword 
by Quach Van Phong, General Secretary o f the Fine Arts 
Association in Ho Chi Minh City, another by Tran Viet 
Son, President o f the Fine Arts Department, Ministry o f 
Culture, Ha Noi, and Acknowledgements and Introduction 
byC. David Thomas, Director, Indochina Arts Project. On 
the page after Le's work, there is a photo and article about 
Short, and reproductions on the next page o f two o f his 
“C-prints" o f Ha Noi. Price is $24.95.
The “As Seen by Both Sides" exhibition opened at the 
Boston U. Art Gallery on January 14, 1991 closing there 
on February 24. It has since travelled to LA, Battle Creek, 
North Carolina, and Florida. It will be at the Baxter 
Gallery, Portland School of Art, Portland, ME, March 16- 
May 3; the Richard F. Brush Gallery, St. Lawrence U., 
Canton, NY, from August 31-October 2; Lehigh University 
Art Galleries, Bethlehem, PA, November 11 -December 
23, 1992, at three more places in the U.S. and at 7 in VN 
through 1995.
The interpreter present for the Portland opening will 
be the same man who accompanied Le Tri Dung at the 
Andover opening. Dao Tam Chao, o f the Fine Art 
Department, Vietnamese Cultural Ministry, speaks and 
understands English well. He has trained in teaching 
Vietnamese to Westerners, which meant that he could 
understand me when 1 tried to speak with Le in their 
language. I recommend Dao to anyone needing an 
interpreter or language instruction, or just someone 
warm and interesting to talk to, in Viet Nam. His address 
is 38 Cao Ba Quat St, Ha Noi, Viet Nam. Le Tri Dung's 
office address is 51 Tran Hung Dao St, Ha Noi, tel 
2.56981. Both men are now staying with Short and 
Seidenberg in Cambridge, MA.
Odds and Ends: Viet Nam Generation Board member 
Jock Reynolds is the director o f Addison Gallery who 
brought the Short/Le show about. Board member Kevin 
Bowen was at the reception. Sponsoring agencies for the 
show and the book include: the LEF Foundation, The 
Addison Gallery-Edward Elson Artist in Residence 
endowment fund: the MA Cultural Council, the Wm. 
Joiner Center for the Study o f W ar and Social 
Consequences at the U of MA, the Cambridge Arts 
Council. The Lucius and Eva Eastman Fund, the Polaroid 
Corporation, Mel and Elenore Seidenberg, and Ms. Judy 
Ulman.
Ho m er  D . SMiTh J r . W r ites
It was indeed kind o f you to send along o f copy 
o f V ietnam  G enera tion  which included 
comments about the Saigon Mission Association 
[issue 3:3 ]. . . We are most appreciative. I 
thought it might be worthwhile to explain to 
you what our line T h e  Last Americans to Leave 
Vietnam" means. In April 1975 when the end 
came and evacuation became necessary, I was 
the Defense Attache to the Republic o f south 
Vietnam. I had over a thousand Americans 
working for me—-predominantly civilians—and 
something like 3000 Vietnamese also holding 
down jobs. We were the residual who were left
behind by our government to manage the 
M ateriele program which supported the 
Vietnamese Armed Forces in their efforts to 
stem to downward flow o f North Vietnamese 
from Ha Noi. We all know the end result.
It was this last group o f Americans, as well 
as some Vietnamese, who organized the Saigon 
Mission Association circa 1977 to not only 
foster the continuation o f the group (by then 
scattered all over the world) but predominantly 
to do what we could to help those Vietnamese 
left behind— primarily mllitaiy persons and 
their families—to leave and come to this countiy.
We have an annual reunion/get together 
somewhere in the U.S. At that time we tell war 
stories, etc. and settle down to an annual 
business meeting. We have nearly 200 active 
members at the present.. .  Many o f our people 
remain genuinely interested in what is going on 
with respect to Viet Nam—not only as pertains 
to our own nation but as pertains to Viet Nam 
itself.
That's a letter from Homer D. Smith. Jr., Major 
G eneral, USA (R et.), now serv ing  as the SMA 
Administrative Office. He thoughtfully enclosed a copy of 
the SMA newsletter, and a copy o f a column by Harry 
Summers from the Army Times, November 18. 1991, p. 
62. Summers tells his famous story about PAVN 
negotiating officer in 1975 dism issing Summers' 
observation that the North had never won a battle against 
the U.S. Summers goes on to note that the Ha Noi 
strategic victory now seems as irrelevant as the U.S. 
tactical successes, in light ofViet Nam's present poverty. 
The ex-colonel, a Distinguished Fellow o f the Army War 
College, goes on to say that the Wall in DC is really a “V" 
for “victory."
The SMA newsletter is dated January 1992 and is 8 
typed pages. There is an editorial summery—I think by 
General Smith—of odds and ends about SMA members’ 
activities and get-togethers. He notes Summers' Vietnam  
magazine. There is also a substantial report from Caz 
Page on correspondence with 10 Viets trying to leave their 
country on the Orderly Departure Program. Smith passes 
along an open letter from Julie Weaver o f237 E Gatewood 
Circle, Burleson TX, 76028, 817-295-6287, addressed 
“Dear Hero" and expressing apology for not showing 
support for the U.S. effort in Viet Nam, and for not 
thanking U.S. vets when they returned from that country. 
She goes on to speak for the general public to explain, in 
reference to the Gulf War festivities, that “I know in my 
heart that when we cheer wildly for our troops, part o f the 
reason is to make up for Viet Nam.”
Sub Inventor D eacI
There's an obit for Carleton Shugg in the New York 
Times, Monday, February 3, 1992, page D l l  by Bruce 
Lambert, 1962 headshot. Career info on the man who 
worked in the early development o f submarines in the 
1920s and surfaced in the 50s to make key contributions
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to the first nuclear and missile-bearing subs. Shugg died 
on January 23 at his home in Mystic, CT (near the sub 
base and the antique seaport), o f some thing like flu at age 
92. He had been general manager o f the Atomic Energy 
Commission and president o f General Dynamics’ Electric 
Boat Division in Groton. He was born in Mattapan. MA. 
He graduated from the Naval Academy in 1921. He helped 
invent the rescue diving bell used when the Squalus sank 
in 1939 and designed the 110-foot deep tank all those 
sailors practice underwater escape in. He pioneered in 
welded sub hulls. He was the guy who put Hyman G. 
Kickover, then a captain, in charge o f a new Navy project 
on nuclear propulsion. Shugg worked with Kickover on 
the Nautilus. He worked with Admiral William F. Rabom 
on the Polaris program, building the George Washington 
and Patrick Henry lines, the first missile-bearing subs. 
An important guy, more good vitae and family info in obit.
T ran V an T ra
From Cm Ott, 227 Willard Way, Ilhaca, NY 14850; 
607/273-5421.
He is approximately 75 years old and when he fixes 
you in his gaze, you are aware o f it. His eyes hold you and 
make you want to smile. He had like me been a soldier, 
devoting nearly a lifetime to that profession, while I, a 
draftee, had served for just several years and reluctantly 
at that. At one time we would have raised our weapons 
and shot at each other. The intent, as it is in all wars, 
would have been to kill and in those awful days I would 
have done so without hesitation. Twenty-one years later 
we are sitting down to dinner together. General Tran Van 
Tra, the former Deputy Commander o f the National 
Liberation Front, and me. Tran Van Tra, the Viet Cong 
General.
We are not alone. At a local Vietnamese restaurant, 
seventeen o f have gathered. Earlier in the week, a friend 
who teaches Asian Studies at Cornell had called. Keith 
and I had served in the same basic training company at 
Ft. Bragg although neither o f us can remember the other. 
We do, however, fondly remember the same Drill Sergeants. 
After “basic", he had been sent to intelligence school, 
where he learned to speak Vietnamese. Now. he is a noted 
scholar on Viet Nam and teaches about the culture and 
history o f the people his government told him were the 
enemies o f America and the free world. Would I like to 
meet the former Deputy Commander o f the Viet Cong? 
Could I arrange some kind o f gathering to receive the 
General?
I called a number o f other veterans and friends most 
o f whom had either served in Viet Nam or actively 
protested the war. All but one said they would come. They 
would come, I expect, because they are curious, but they 
will come too, out o f the respect old enemies sometimes 
show each other once the bleeding and dying have 
stopped. Most fought against the People's Army. Some 
wear the scars from that war. All o f us carry private 
memories and. I think, a few ghosts as well.
I still dream about killing your fighters, General. I'm 
always in that terrible moment between elusion and 
discovery, weapon raised, tnjing to will myself to fire. I
want to continue hiding, but then you might kill me. Head 
pounding with fear and fighting fo r breath, Ifire. I always 
do.
Tran Van Tra, like many o f us, became a soldier when 
he was barely twenty years old. During World War II, he 
fought the Japanese and later joined the Viet Minh to 
fight the French colonialists. When the Americans came 
he left his village in Quang Nghi province to fight yet 
another invader. He became a follower o f Ho Chi Minh 
and a communist, but long beforeTran Van Tra ever read 
Marx or Lenin, he was already a fiercely dedicated 
nationalist and part o f Viet Nam’s long histoiy o f struggle 
and resistance against anyone who would deny his 
people the right to their own self-determination. I knew 
that as the Deputy Commander o f the National Liberation 
Front, he had played a major part in developing the 
overall strategy that eventually defeated the United States 
and its ally, the Republic o f South Viet Nam. He was the 
architect o f the 1968 Tet offensive and he led the attack 
against Saigon himself.
Waiting for him that evening, I thought about my own 
arrival in Viet Nam in May o f 1969. The orientation 
briefing delivered to new military personnel immediately 
upon “de-planeing"— usually by a bored and monotonal 
NCO—was laden with words like freedom, democracy, 
falling dominoes and communist aggression. And it was 
hot. So very hot. Our pink (and brown and black) state­
side skins were not used to the tropical sun. It seemed 
impossible to quench my thirst. At the 90th Replacement 
Battalion in Long Binh, 1 was immediately placed on KP 
duly and forty-eight hours later my name was called for 
assignment to the 101st Airborne Division. I had arrived 
"in-countiy" just as the battle for Hill 937, Dong Ap Bia 
or Hamburger Hill as the newspapers called it, reached 
its peak. The 101st had lost more than forty troopers and 
sustained hundreds more wounded for a piece o f real 
estate that was held only a few hours before abandoning. 
The North Vietnamese lost an estimated fifteen hundred 
soldiers. From the Senate floor. Edward Kennedy 
demanded to know the strategic value o f Hill 937 and why 
we had paid such a terrible price for it. That question was 
on my mind too, as a mesh-windowed bus transported us 
from the replacement center to the 101st Airborne Division 
HQ at Ben Hoa.
The large number o f new replacements (Cherries, 
FNGs or Fucking New Guys) in my group gradually 
dwindled as they separated us by MOS (Military 
Occupational Specialty) and assigned us to different 
units within the 101st according to our training and the 
lO lst's needs. In the end there was only about a dozen of 
us left, all 1 lB20s. An “eleven-bravo" is a Light Weapons 
Infantryman enjoying a niche both at the top and the 
bottom o f the military hierarchy, depending on how you 
look at it. The Infantry is the “Queen o f Battle" or so the 
stories go. but it was a job very few o f us had asked for. 
We were trigger pullers, pure and simple. No fancy 
technical training. No exotic equipment to operate. Most 
o f us weren’t even “jump" (parachute) qualified as was 
usually the case in Airborne units earlier in the war. We 
were new meat, ready for the grinder and it showed in the 
looks we got from the rear-echelon support personnel at 
Ben Hoa. After a few more days o f orientation and
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climatological adjustment, we were shipped “up-country" 
to I Corps, the northern most military zone in what was 
then South Viet Nam, for assignment to specific combat 
units. As usual, the Infantry companies o f the 1 st Brigade 
were in the field. We would soon join them and within j ust 
a matter o f days, I would see dead soldiers and myself kill 
for the first time.
America seemed a strange and confusing place in 
1969. Movie stars and civil rights leaders were being 
murdered. Two Kennedy's were dead. The war in Viet 
Nam raged and the nightly news advised us o f the 
bodycount from each day's fighting. Anti-war protesters 
and civil rights activists filled the streets. The few Black 
friends I had were beginning to distance themselves from 
me and other liberals as “the movement" became more 
militant. Women were changing too, as they claimed their 
rightful place as leaders in protesting the war. My four 
years o f college had been mostly an exercise in irrelevancy. 
Though never particularly enthusiastic about the war. I 
had done little to oppose it. Facing the draft, 1 left the 
United States in the late summer o f 1968—the night 
McCarthy lost the Democratic nomination for President— 
with my girlfriend Mariana, who later “dear johned" me 
halfway through my tour in Viet Nam. We traveled 
together through Europe for nearly five months connecting 
occasionally with radical student groups who were 
protesting America's war. We discussed my requesting 
asylum in Sweden. Perhaps I might go to Canada. I spoke 
with Mariana's American businessman father, a man I 
liked greatly, who was a World War II combat veteran. Ke 
told me stories o f fighting Germans in that war. He 
described how his infantiy squad had learned to pin 
down enemy soldiers in their concrete bunkers by directing 
a high volume o f small arms fire into the bunker's narrow 
gun portals while a single man crawled up to its base. 
Upon reaching the bunker, the man would pull the pin on 
a hand grenade and allow the fuse to wind down for a few 
seconds before tossing it through the gun portal. The 
grenade would explode almost immediately leaving little 
chance for the occupants to protect themselves. The rest 
o f the squad would then charge the bunker and finish the 
remaining stunned and wounded Germans. After the 
war, he married Mariana's mother, a German herself, 
and went home to Indiana to become a Chemical Engineer. 
Worried and confused, I returned to the United States 
where my draft notice was waiting.
After a brief, unhappy family visit my father, also a 
WW1I veteran, drove me to the local induction center. He 
had been fearful all along that I might refuse to serve my 
country although we had never really discussed the war. 
But he knew. When he dropped me off at 5:30 AM on that 
cold December morning, he reached out, shook my hand 
and smiled. I said nothing and walked inside. Later that 
day, after the physical exam and various interviews, 
those o f us who had not been deferred were administered 
an oath and asked to take a step forward. Briefly, it again 
occurred to me that I could resist. I could just not step 
forward. I could turn around and walkout. I did neither. 
Three days after returning from Europe, 1 was in the 
United States Army and on my way to Ft. Bragg.
When I arrived in Viet Nam five months later after 
Basic Training and Infantry AIT. Tran Van Tra and his
fighters were already seasoned combat veterans. They 
were a formidable enemy, one whose dedication, tenacity 
and courage. I was assured by my nineteen-year-old 
squad leader, must be respected. He said if I was lucky 
and did what I was told to do, I stood a good chance of 
going home in one piece twelve months later. I did indeed 
go home twelve months later, but the young squad leader 
was not so fortunate. He was killed in a firelight the next 
day. Killed, because he was distracted by a scared 
shitless cherry who was having trouble functioning in his 
first contact. We had come under crossing fire from two 
ridges and my squad had attempted a flanking action 
that was not successful. We were pinned down and our 
only recourse was to continue the attack and try to fight 
through it. The young sergeant had to stop repeatedly to 
check on the cherry who could not force himself to move 
towards the incoming automatic weapons and rocket fire. 
As the young sergeant stopped and turned around once 
more, he was relieved to see that the cherry was now 
moving and keeping up with the rest o f the squad. The 
young sergeant smiled, faced frontwards and immediately 
took a round in the face that blew the back o f his head off. 
I was the cherry. Many years later, I would learn that the 
odds o f being lulled or wounded during my tour in Viet 
Nam were one-in-eleven. For my and Mariana’s fathers in 
World War II. the odds were one-in-seventy-eight. It was 
an ugly little war. The NLF and their NVA (North 
Vietnamese Army) counterparts, seemed to take everything 
we threw at them including B-52 strikes, napalm, 
defoliants, artillery, helicopter gunships and o f course 
that ultimate weapon, as we were told in Basic Training, 
the US Infantryman. Navy battleships with sixteen-inch 
guns, ten miles o ff the coast ofV iet Nam, pounded enemy 
positions whenever we could find them. We inflicted 
terrible casualties and still they fought on. Maybe two 
million died. Waiting for him that evening, I wondered 
about this man who could suffer the deaths o f so many 
o f his soldiers and still not lose his convictions, go mad 
or sink into permanent despair.
We gather slowly, a few at a time. Some o f us wait 
inside the restaurant while others less sure o f what they 
are doing remain outside, watching. The restaurant 
owner and her Vietnamese staff look nervous. A  friend, 
dismissed in the sixties from his faculty post at a medical 
school for protesting the war in Viet Nam, arrives. Don 
was never a soldier, but I consider him as much a veteran 
o f the war as I. He is also my therapist.
Quite suddenly, Tra appears. With him is a senior 
Vietnamese diplomat and the Cornell University professor 
and Viet Nam veteran who has arranged the visit. The 
three o f them have just driven from New York City where 
General Tra, now a respected military historian and 
scholar, presented a paper at Columbia University. With 
them is a twenty-year-old Vietnamese woman who fled 
Saigon as a child and now attends Cornell on a full 
scholarship. Mai is acting as Tra's interpreter, but over 
the course o f the evening she is transformed into his 
granddaughter. The Vietnamese, I remember, love to play 
with their children and invariably allow them great 
license. Before dinner is over, Mai is going through his 
pockets laughing, tickling him and giggling. Her parents, 
she tells us, stayed behind in Saigon, now Ho Chi Minh
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City. She and her brother were placed on a boat with 
notes pinned to their shirts instructing the brother to 
study engineering and for her to become a doctor. She 
was seven years old and her brother, five. Along the way 
the boat was boarded by pirates who threatened, but did 
not kill anyone. When they ran out o f food, they ate 
talcum powder.
Xuan Binh, an economist from Hanoi who is studying 
capitalism at Cornell. He lost an arm to an American 
bomb at the age o f eleven and wears the new prosthetic 
device that the local chapter o f Veterans For Peace has 
given him. Binh was returning from school with his two 
cousins when the first bombs fell. They all ran for the 
shelter o f a nearby ditch. Their village was on the outskirts 
o f Hanoi and sometimes the American B-52s overflew 
their targets and dumped their loads throughout the 
countryside. After the second wave o f bombs fell, all Binh 
remembered was wandering around holding his mangled 
arm. His cousins were dead. In the hospital, the doctors 
kept cutting o ff more and more o f the arm because of 
infection. Finally, there was no arm at all.
The scene in the restaurant becomes increasingly 
surreal, reminding me more and more o f Viet Nam. The 
evening has a peculiar quality to it, feeling like it used to 
feel after a firefight or some other occurrence that has no 
parallel in ordinary life. At one point, an independent film 
crew making a documentary about Tra arrives, sticking 
lights, cameras and microphones into our faces, generally 
making a nuisance o f themselves. Conversations overlap 
and flow into each other. There is laughter and a little too 
much beer. The food is delicious and 1 find myself 
wondering if the cook really knows who he is serving. At 
times the talk is hushed and serious. I watch my friends 
watching 'Fra.
Dave, a gentle cabinet maker and former infantryman 
with the 1st Cavalry Division, hesitantly approaches the 
General. In Viet Nam, as a twenty-year-old squad leader, 
he carried two human skulls, most likely Viet Cong 
skulls, in his rucksack. Gruesome yes, but they also 
served the more practical purpose o f desensitizing his 
men to the violent death that was a part o f their daily 
lives. After he was wounded his last month in-country, he 
sent the skulls home to his parents, something to this day 
they will not acknowledge. He extends his hand to greet 
the General. Tra holds Dave's arm and gently runs his 
fingers over the scar tissue. He nods knowingly.
“It works just fine now", Dave tells him with an 
embarrassed smile.
Larry is a reclusive farmer who served with the 4th 
Mechanized Infantry. He lives without electricity on the 
property he bought with his disability payments from the 
Veterans Administration. Larry grows most o f what he 
needs and recently met a young woman with whom he 
has a baby daughter. He has brought with him this 
evening a peace symbol crafted from a fifty caliber 
machine gun round. Tra, thinking it is a gift, smiles 
appreciatively and places it next to his tea. Lariy didn't 
really mean to give it to him. He just wants to show it to 
him. He gives me a desperate look. Later in the evening, 
I retrieve it.
Cris, a former Marine and now ex-cop also on disability 
from the VA, confronts Tra about Ml As and POWs. His
questions are direct. His manner, aggressive. I thought 
this might happen and doubt Cris, who has erected a 
sixty foot pole on his homestead to fly the POW-MIA flag, 
is open to any rational discussion on the issue. Tra, 
whose own soldiers are still missing in action by the tens 
of thousands, listens patiently.
“What would we have to gain?" he replies and promptly 
invites Cris to return to Viet Nam to help him look for his 
missing men, too. “We will look together! “ Cris smiles. 1 
nearly ciy. I think Cris believes him.
Jack is a WW II veteran whose infantry company 
liberated three concentration camps. He is a member of 
the local chapter o f Veterans For Peace. Just recently he 
broke a forty-five year silence and spoke at a Holocaust 
memorial service. He has seen it. He is a witness. He has 
seen the ovens and the gas chambers. He saw the stacked 
bodies and held the dying in his arms. Jackonce privately 
told me how he and several other young soldiers gave 
chase to some fleeing Nazi camp guards. When they 
caught them they shot them on the spot. He did not tell 
the story with pride. Jack sits across the table from Tra. 
They seem to share something special between them. 
They smile and nod frequently.
Old men. Jack tells Tra. “always send the young into 
battle". Tra acknowledges this and replies, "we must 
never do it again”.
Jay is taking photographs most o f the evening. He is 
a former professional photographer and now edits a trade 
magazine. Severalyears earlierl had heard himspeakout 
against the war during a Viet Nam Veterans symposium 
at a local community college. Though well-intended, the 
symposium was little more than an attempt to vindicate 
the US involvement in Viet Nam and glorify the experience 
o f war. Jay’s remarks, made from the floor and not the 
podium, were not appreciated by the majority o f Veterans 
in attendance, most o f whom had never seen combat. 
Although trained as an Infantryman himself and assigned 
to the 82nd Airborne, Jay refused to carry a weapon in 
Viet Nam. Instead o f sending him to prison, the Army gave 
him a truck to drive. He later managed an NCO club. Jay 
was twenty-four when he volunteered for the draft.
“Way too old for that war", he once told me. “I knew I 
couldn't kill anybody and I didn't want to be killed either".
Sitting next to me is another non-veteran friend, Fred 
Wilcox. Fred is an author and college professor who 
protested the war in Viet Nam. His well-known book. 
Agent Orange: An Army W aiting to Die, describes the 
post-war horrors o f Viet Nam vets who were heavily 
exposed to the deadly dioxin-laced defoliant. Fred spoke 
to the senior diplomatic officer accompanying General 
Tra and asked about the people who now live in areas that 
were heavily sprayed with Agent Orange. We are told o f 
multiple birth defects and high rates o f uterine cancer. In 
the North, where Agent Orange was not used, there 
apparently are no such problems. Later in the evening, 
Fred presents Tra with a copy of his book. He stands. 
Tears fill his eyes.
“On behalf o f my own family, myself and all peace- 
loving people, I want to apologize forwhat our government 
did to the Vietnamese people. It was a great crime, a crime 
that must never happen again, and I am deeply sorry for 
your suffering."
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Maria's former husband and brother served in Viet 
Nam. One flew jets and the other commanded a river 
patrol boat, a PBR. She has come to offer me support and 
to meet the General. She says she isn’t sure what she will 
tell her brother about this evening or how he might 
respond. A  university librarian who does volunteer work 
with the local Battered Women's Taskforce and the 
Committee for US and Latin American Relations, Maria 
does not share her brother's view of the war. She tells me 
o f the time they went to Viet Nam Veterans Memorial.
“He was terribly moved. He lost a lot o f friends. It's 
still hard for him". I tell her that its still hard for most o f 
us.
Ross, an electrical contractor and Cornell University 
graduate, served in Viet Nam with the 4th Infantry 
Division like Larry. He is a quiet man, devoted to his wife 
and four young children. He did not stay to meet his 
former enemy, a decision made instantly upon the arrival 
o f the film crew making the documentary about Tra. O f all 
the former soldiers and marines present, Ross protects 
his privacy and turn his family’s privacy, the most. He’s 
been a banker, consulting engineer, run a painting 
contracting business in Saudi Arabia and sold gasoline at 
the pump in the small town in upstate New York where 
he grew up. In Viet Nam, he was one o f only a few 
survivors in his platoon, after a Viet Cong ambush. Later, 
when the invading film crew and their Vietnamese director 
become intolerably intrusive, Tra banishes them to their 
own dinner with a few sharp words and the wave of his 
hand. Too late, though, for Ross who has already fled.
Towards the end o f the evening, Alan, a former 
Platoon Sergeant with the 9th Infantry Division presents 
Tra with a fine fountain pen as an offering o f peace and 
symbol o f the General's new stature as a scholar and 
writer. Tra beams.
“You were all excellent soldiers and brave fighters, 
but you were not fighting just another army. You were 
fighting the people! But now we must forgive each other. 
We must be friends."
Alan has only recently acknowledged his service in 
Viet Nam. Now in real estate, he is a soft-spoken man who 
once lived on communes and baked bread for a living. He 
is a natural leader, as all really good Platoon Sergeants 
are, but for over twenty years has avoided anything to do 
with his past life as a soldier. I persuaded him to speak 
for the group and he reluctantly agreed. Alan has, on 
occasion, described himself as the last link in a chain o f 
command that began with Robert McNamara in 
Washington and ended with him in the Mekong Delta. It 
was Alan who decided what trail to take or where to cross 
a river. He had to decide what squad would take the point 
and who would go out on night ambush. Alan, and not 
Robert McNamara, saw what the policy makers never see. 
Once he told me of a visiting general who descended from 
three thousand feet in his helicopter to inspect the scene 
after a particularly bloody firelight. The general became 
physically ill and quickly left in his VIP helicopter.
Glasses are raised. More words spoken. We look 
around at each other. Something astonishing has 
happened this evening, but we aren't quite sure what it 
is. There are handshakes and hugs. Tears and laughter. 
Sadness. Tran Van Tra knows well the inner pain that
soldiers can feel. It is the pain that comes from that place 
in all our hearts that knows killing is wrong. It is always 
wrong even though governments may tell us that it is 
sometimes necessary. Tra, I'm sure, believes this as 
perhaps so do some o f us, although for me twenty-one 
years later, it is difficult to find much to commend in what 
I did in that war. For Tra. I expect, it is different. His 
people won, but their suffering continues. He himself 
disappeared from sight—a victim o f politics— in the years 
immediately after the fall o f Saigon. It has only been 
recently that he has re-emerged as the aging war hero 
now given to more scholarly pursuits. We watch him leave 
that evening and slowly, as we have gathered, return to 
our separate lives.
After l met you general, I had the dream again. As 
always, my is weapon raised and my headpounding with 
fear. As always. 1 am trying to will myself to fire. As 
always, I do. I move up to check the bodies. They are 
Americans.
U.S. W omen 's War  BiblioqRAphy
Here is a reference work by Viet Nam Generation 
subscriber Susanne Carter. War and Peace Through 
Women's Eyes: A  Selective Bibliography o f  Twentieth- 
Century American Women's Fiction. It is Number 14 in 
the series Bibliographies and Indexes in Women's Studies, 
from Greenwood Press, Westport, CT. 1992. It's got 293 
pages in a sturdy dark linen hardcover binding. A  reader 
trained in bibliography, experienced in meeting reference 
needs, and willing to work through this book comparing 
its entries to the volumes they describe, should evaluate 
this work for a future issue. I can tell you that Carter 
explicitly restricts herself to “literary" rather than “popular" 
work. I wouldn’t do that myself, but I would worry if 
Carter didn’t mention some such restriction, since any 
bibliography o f unlimited pretensions is probably a sloppy 
one. Anyway, Carter's limits didn't keep her from including 
science fiction authors Ursula LeGuin and James Tiptree, 
Jr. in her in 374 entries. The book is classified into World 
War One, World War Two. Vietnam War, Nuclear War, 
War and Peace (stray, nonspecific, or utopian pieces). 
There are author, title, and subject indices. There is a 
Preface setting out the scope o f the volume and an 
Introduction to discuss the topic in general, as well as a 
short essay before each section. Each section is classified 
into Novels, Short Stories, and Literaiy Criticism and 
Bibliographic Sources. The Lit Crit isjust an alphabetized 
list with bibliographic information, not numbered. But 
each novel and short story collection gets a sensitive 
critical summary informed with gossip, ranging in length 
from a four-sentence paragraph to a page and a half. The 
punk thing to do when taking a quick look at a bibliography 
is to make clever remarks about its organization, and to 
flip through the book trying to catch the bibliographer out 
on one's own special list o f war books no one has ever 
heard of. But that is punk. The book is easy to use, 
pleasant to read, dense with information, and reeks with 
integrity and devotion to U.S. fiction. The Short Fiction 
sections are especially impressive, with a selection of
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titles that could only have been gathered by years of 
accumulation. Now let's get an expert on the case.
Carter is the microforms supervisor at Southwest 
Missouri State University. She has written many essays 
about fiction from the American war in Viet Nam by U.S. 
women.
Vets  F o r  P eace
Here’s a mail solicitation listing present goals and 
projects, to wit: Veterans for Peace Speakers Bureau. 
Interview a Veteran Contest. Veterans' Peace Action 
Team, Steve Sherlock's ASA Program o f Aid to Viet Nam, 
Closing Down the School o f the Americas at Fort Benning, 
Help Veterans Heal From War. Past projects: The Veterans 
Peace Convoy to Nicaragua, The Pastors for Peace Convoy 
to Nicaragua, Veterans for Peace Speakers Bureau. They 
also seem to be involved with Navajo and Hopi causes. 
They say they just got a permanent seat at theU.N.. non­
governmental observer status. Send a tax deductible 
check to Veterans for Peace, Box 11484, St. Paul, MN. 
55111-0484.
Vu THe ThAch
Jan, 1992—The HaNoi linguist writes from 404 Morrill 
Hall, Cornell University. Ithaca, NY, 14853 to say that he 
will be returning to his country in June. Viet Nam 
Generation, Inc. wishes him a safe journey and happy 
arrival at home.
War CRiiviEs
Subtitled, A Report on United Sates War Crimes 
Against Iraq. Ramsey Clark and others report to the 
Commission o f Inquiry fo r  the International War 
Crimes Tribunal. I'm looking at a flyer. It says the book 
offers a 19 point indictment o f U.S. leaders, including 
Bush, Schwarzkopf, Quayle, Powell, Cheney and others. 
Included are extracts from relevant law. Indexed. 275 
pages. Photo o f a dead guy burned in place trying to exit 
his APC. Published by Maisonneuve Press and available 
from Commission o f Inquiry for the International War 
Crimes Tribunal, 36 E 12th St, 6th floor, NY NY 10003, 
212-254-5385, $12.95 plus $2 shipping, bulk rates 
available.
V iet  INam C inema: Possible Sources
From Contributing Editor Tony Williams—During 
this Christmas vacation in England in addition to visiting 
friends and family within the inflationist realms o f 
Thatcher/Majorite Britain, I obtained an appointment to 
visit the United Kingdom Embassy o f the Socialist Republic 
o f Vietnam. Teaching a course o f Viet Nam in Literature 
and Film. I found it impossible to obtain copies o f Viet 
Nam films within the USA. Naturally, I was not among the 
fortunate who saw the special season screened in selective 
venues some years ago. Although England's Channel 4 
television screened some six Viet films last Fall, it looks 
extremely unlikely that PBS would do so here.
So I wrote letters (to be posted via friends in England) 
for an appointment to discuss various sources. Those o f 
you who have ever attempted to write to or receive mail 
from “forbidden zones" such as Cuba may appreciate the 
caution. As it was, I discovered that two letters sent to me 
from the Viet Embassy had somehow “mysteriously" 
failed to reach me in the USA.
Second Secretary Ms. Tay made us extremely welcome. 
Her efficient and polite manner was a complete contrast 
to types one encounters in any British or American 
Embassy. She hoped that relations between America and 
Viet Nam would soon be fully restored and smiled when 
I mentioned the “problems" I usually had with mail to Viet 
Nam. The Embassy had no films or tapes except one 
videotape. Although I was offered the possibility o f a loan 
so I could make a duplicate copy, I did not wish to risk 
their original getting “lost" in the US mail. I was given a 
list o f addresses o f sources dealing with Viet films on 
video, which is reproduced here:
Permanent Mission o f the Socialist Republic o f Viet Nam 
to the United Nations, 20 Waterside Plaza, New York, 
NY 10010: 212/685-8001.
Mr. Nguyen Thu, General Director, Viet Nam Cinema, 62 
Hoang Hoa Tham, Ha Noi, Viet Nam.
Mr. Stanley Foreman. Chairman, Campaign for Viet Nam 
Cinema, PO Box 1962, London W l l  3TS. England. 
V1NAFILM (Viet Nam National Film Import-Export and 
Film Service Company), 73 Nguyen Trai St., Ha Noi, 
Viet Nam: 84 42 44566.
Viet Nam Films. 144A Beaudry St., Montreal, Province of 
Quebec. Canada H2L 3ES; 521-1344.
K e e p  Us InFormec!
Drop a card and say what you're reading, writing, or 
talking about lately. Let us know if  you got hired or won 
a promotion. We're interested in events you attend or 
organize. We want to know what you ’re publishing. If a 
librarian does you a good turn, tell us. We love to puff 
librarians, even Douglas Pike. Tell us when you go to Viet 
Nam or Cambodia or Laos or you go visit the French 
archives in ALx, or the Carlisle Barracks in PA. Fax us a 
report, or phone it in. or just give a call and let me talk to 
you with a legal pad. If you need to find a friendly 
archivist, or translator, or travel agent, call us. This 
newsletter sounds clubby because it is. You may not 
want to join the club, but you're certainly welcome, and 
can you really afford to dismiss even one person who can 
point to Southeast Asia on a map? Rip flyers off walls and 
stuff them in an envelope, send us your in-box, xerox and 
forward neat magazine articles and dustjackets before 
you file the originals for yourself. Get in touch with Viet 
Nam Generation, Inc. and you're in touch with several 
hundred people who have some prayer o f knowing what 
you're talking about when you rant about war.
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Features
D evelo pm en t  A id  ANd D em o c ra c y  iN 
CAMbodiA
by Chanthou Boua
In 1988 I was asked by the umbrella group for non­
governmental organizations (NGOs) in Australia to launch 
a new book called Punishing the Poor, written by Eva 
Mysliwiec. It was about the international NGOs' efforts in 
Cambodia since 1979. and Mysliwiec was just the right 
person to write such a book. She had been sent to 
Cambodia by American Friends Service Committee to be 
their first director in Phnom Penh, in 1979. A  very 
experienced and dedicated person, who since then has 
worked for many other NGOs in Cambodia, she is still 
there now, directing the Cambodian Development 
Resource Institute.
In her book, which was written in 1986, Mysliwiec 
said that "Cambodia is the only Third World country that 
is denied United Nations development aid." And this 
remains true even until now. For the last 13 years 
Cambodia has not received UN development aid. The 
reason is that Cambodia, under the present government 
o f the State o f Cambodia, is not recognized by the UN and 
most o f the Western countries, who are donors o f the UN 
funds. It is this government that ended the suffering and 
the genocide o f the Khmer Rouge (KR) regime. For the last 
10 years, the UN seat has been occupied by a coalition 
‘government’ o f the Khmer Rouge and two non-communist 
opposition factions. It is well known that the KR is by far 
the strongest in this coalition. So. like the title o f Mysliwiec’s 
book notes. 8 million Cambodians living under the Hun 
Sen regime have been punished by the world community. 
It is interesting to look at and find out who are those 8 
million people that the world and the UN are punishing.
Cambodians After Pol Pot Rule
I arrived in Phnom Penh in 1980 for the first time 
after I left it in 1972.1 saw a country which was in ruins— 
schools, hospitals, government buildings, roads, private 
homes—were largely destroyed; and people who were 
shattered psychologically by their experiences in the 
previous 4 years under the Khmer Rouge leadership.
The people I met were mostly women. 60 to 65 per 
cent ofCambodians are women. Theirfathers, husbands, 
sons and brothers were killed by the Khmer Rouge forces 
or died o f starvation and diseases. Women, too. died and 
were killed, but their menfolk suffered in larger numbers, 
because they represented more o f a threat to the Khmer 
Rouge regime than the women. With the war continuing 
for 13 years up to the present, with more men getting 
killed, we have the situation in Cambodia now where 30 
to 40 per cent o f families are headed by women. The 
women have to bring up young children and sometimes 
orphans o f friends or relatives as well. 50 per cent o f the 
people are under the age o f 17. It is these women and
children that the world community and the UN is 
punishing.
After the Pol Pot period, these women went back to 
their villages to find their family homes destroyed, their 
pot and pans and household goods disappeared, farming 
equipment and draught animals in short supply; and the 
rice-fields unmanageable as a result o f the collectivization 
that took place under Pol Pot.
The last 13 years have been tough for Cambodian 
women. The vast majority (90 per cent) o f Cambodian 
population live in rural areas, therefore the bulk o f the 
womenfolk earn a living through farming. The isolation, 
which includes the denial o f the UN development aid and 
the US-led economic and trade embargo, has hurl 
Cambodia in every field. Agriculturally, it meant that 
equipment ranging from tractors to shovels could not be 
purchased by or given to Cambodia. Tools, irrigation 
pumps, draft animals, vaccines for animals and fertilizers 
are very difficul t to come by. So year after year, the women 
faced the same problems o f not having enough fertilizer, 
insecticide, seed, or other inputs to boost their production. 
As a result, agricultural production has been low despite 
their heroic efforts. Still they fight on doing whatever they 
can to build up their livelihood, while the world watches, 
almost unmoved. Because o f the embargo and the denial 
o f U.N. aid. Cambodia has become one o f the poorest 
countries in the world.
In other fields, too, heroic action has met with limited 
results. After 1979, throughout the country, teachers 
and nurses went through training and retraining to fill 
the positions as educators and care givers. As we know 
they had been decimated during the Pol Pot time.. 
Schools were reopened in great numbers and by 1984 
there were more children attending school than even in 
the Sihanouk time. Everyone was enthusiastic. They 
considered themselves so lucky to have survived the KR 
period that they worked tirelessly and were determined to 
rebuild their country. They worked for very little. The 
sacrifice was enormous. Civil servants, teachers, nurses 
were paid enough rice for their family plus a salary 
equivalent to something like two kilograms o f sugar or 
pork. Like their peasant counterparts, life was tough for 
them. During that time, the early 1980s, many people left 
Cambodia. The move was quite understandable because 
Cambodia was very poor. You could easily die o f diarrhoea 
or fever as there was no adequate medicine supply, and 
o f course the threat o f the KR was real. This was reinforced 
by the fact that the KR was recognized by the UN. and the 
Phnom Penh government was not. I myself helped sponsor 
a few refugees to Australia.
The Response of the International Community Since 
Pol Pot
Not everybody, o f course, failed to hear the cry o f the 
Cambodian people. A dozen or so international NGOs 
responded to the need of the Cambodians. One o f them 
was AFSC, who first sent Eva Myslowiec to direct their 
program in Cambodia. Others from America included 
Church World Service, Oxfam America, and the Mennonite 
Central Com m ittee. A ga inst the policy o f their 
governments, they battled on with the small budgets
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characteristic o f all NGOs. Their task of aiding Cambodia 
was made extremely difficult because o f the US embargo 
against Cambodia and the Trading with the Enemy Act. 
The U.N. too opened an office o f UNICEF in Phnom Penh 
in 1979. For the first couple o f years it had a big budget, 
reduced radically in following years.
Many critics tried to discredit the NGO activities, 
saying that NGO aid was ‘going to the Vietnamese' or that 
it did not reach the truly needy Cambodian people. 1 have 
been involved in evaluating some o f the NGO programs, 
i did an evaluation for Oxfam America and found that 
their irrigation pumps, rice seed and fertilizer were put to 
use effectively and were very much appreciated by the 
villagers. O f course, there was not nearly enough aid. 
Oxfam had a limited budget. At that lime only 15 irrigation 
pumps were given to a village o f 344 families. But still, it 
improved, to a certain extent, the production o f that 
village.
Nonetheless, the new Heng Samrin government was 
not a failure economically. With the help o f NGOs and of 
friends from India and the socialist bloc, the dedication 
o f the Cambodian people themselves, the government 
managed to revive Cambodia from Year Zero, as John 
Pilger called it in his film, to a respectable state, however 
poor. The Heng Samrin government went through many 
stages o f reform: economic reform, agricultural reform, 
state control, semi-state control, join ventures o f state 
and private. With their meager resources they tried to 
survive with all sorts o f reforms, against the embargo.
The success was not by accident. It was largely due 
to the sensible economic policy o f that government. Yes, 
it was inspired by Marxist ideology, but it was what 
Cambodia needed at the time. I remember writing a 
report for Oxfam UK about a desperate family I met in 
1986. I remember writing that this young family with no 
parent, under the Sihanouk or Lon Nol regimes, would 
have become destitute or its women prostitutes in urban 
slums. Instead the Heng Samrin agrarian policy at the 
time allowed the family to remain in the village, living not 
prosperously, but with access to land, and with dignity 
and a future to look forward to.
The dedication o f the Cambodians, too, impressed 
many NGO workers and visitors alike. I remember 
interviewing a Church World Service director, an 
experienced aid worker, who said that Cambodia was the 
easiest country he has had work with. He said he received 
full cooperation from the government. He was pleased 
that all the aid reached the people, which was not the case 
in other countries he had worked in.
The early 1980s was an exciting time for Cambodia 
watchers. I feel privileged to have witnessed such a 
rebirth o f a nation. I went to Cambodia quite often during 
that period, and every time the progress made never 
failed to surprise me. A  new shop here, a restaurant 
there, a new set o f pots and pans for this family, a new cut 
o f cloth for that woman. They were small things, but those 
who emerged from the Pol Pot regime with nothing 
appreciated it more, and took pride in that first step o f 
wealth accumulation. Nonetheless, it was slow progress, 
there were simply no resources. So. while it was an 
exciting time, the progress was painful to watch.
The argument for the denial o f aid to Cambodia, at 
the time was that the Vietnamese was occupying the 
country. There were Vietnamese advisors and Vietnamese 
army troops in Cambodia then. The fact is that the 
Vietnamese army were very much welcomed by the 
people o f Cambodia, at least for the first few years. There 
is no shortage o f Cambodians at home or even here in the 
US who say that the Vietnamese liberated them from the 
KR. Not all o f them were appreciated by the Cambodians, 
and some, especially Vietnamese advisors, outlived their 
welcome. The advisors started to leave in 1981 and were 
all gone by 1988. The army followed them a year later, and 
the last Vietnamese were gone by 1990.
Still the isolation continued. No development aid was 
forthcoming from the UN or the West. The West said that 
they wanted a 'comprehensive' settlement before aid 
could be given to Cambodia. This means including the 
Khmer Rouge in Cambodia’s future. Desperately needing 
foreign assistance, after the Vietnamese and the Eastern 
bloc had left the scene, the Phnom Penh government 
entered into UN peace negotiations in 1989 with the other 
three factions, including the KR. At no stage during these 
negotiations did the U.N. 'Permanent Five' tiy  to exclude 
the KR.
The U.N. Peace Plan
The negotiations took place at the time when the 
Cambodian people had just started to consolidate their 
life. In the rural areas as well as in the cities it was a time 
when they had just started to enjoy the fruits o f their hard 
work. While Hun Sen was going around the world 
negotiating, back in Cambodia people became nervous. 
The rural people were anxious about the prospect o f the 
return o f the KR and about what would happen to their 
newly-distributed land and animals. Civil servants feared 
that they had to share power with the other three 
factions. There has never been a peaceful relinquishment 
o f power in modern Cambodian history. But the Penn 5 
insisted that the Phnom Penh government must go 
through with it. The same fora  democratic election: there 
hasn't ever been one in Cambodia (or the rest o f I ndochina). 
and even in modern Southeast Asia, democracy is a rarity 
if it even exists. But Cambodia must go through it. despite 
the presence of an army that committed genocide in close 
living memory. Those responsible for that genocide are 
preparing to move into politics too. Sometimes I wonder 
why the world is doing this to Cambodians, people who 
have suffered unbearably already.
There are also other demands on the Hun Sen 
government. The KR. for example, successfully demanded 
that the word 'genocide' be omitted from the UN Peace 
Plan. Sihanouk, on the other hand, has long demanded 
a complete liberalization o f the economy, which Hun Sen 
delivered. A quick liberalization saw Cambodia moving 
towards becoming a pseudo-capitalist country, where 
the gap between rich and poor gels wider every day. In the 
absence o f any bilateral aid from the West or multilateral 
development aid through the UN, together with the 
insecurity o f civil servants about their future careers in 
an ambiguous political transition, levels o f corruption 
like those elsewhere in Southeast Asia have predictably
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emerged. From that point I sadly watched Cambodia 
degenerate into a state o f instability. Corruption and 
instability are o f benefit to the Khmer Rouge.
The success o f the UN agreement in finding peace for 
the Cambodian people depends totally upon the goodwill 
and the willingness o f the 4 main political factions to play 
by the rules. Given the KR’s record in only playing by their 
own rules, this agreement imposes on the Cambodians 
an enormous risk and long range uncertainties.
The UN is facing an enormous job. I am not terribly 
optimistic, but, nonetheless, we must now help the UN 
and hope that it acts in good faith and will succeed.
In a successful search for democracy, development 
aid is an important factor in a developing country such as 
Cambodia, where many people are still concerned about 
their next meal. Democracy cannot take root among 
people with empty stomachs. Most o f Cambodia's 8.5 
million people live below the poverty line with an estimated 
per capita GNP o f less than $100. It is a country which is 
perennially short o f food. I've heard a view, expressed by 
Son Sann among others, that economic or development 
aid should not be sent to Cambodia until after the 
election, that is. to extend the international embargo for 
more than another year ! This seems to be the current 
policy o f the international community.
I think this view is wrong. Firstly, there is no excuse 
for continuing to punish the people o f Cambodia by 
denying them their entitlements to international aid as 
citizens o f a member country o f the world community.
Secondly, the election simply cannot be held in an 
unstable political and military environment, such as that 
which is fostered by the world's continuing enforcement 
o f Cambodian poverty. Unless the country's economic 
and communications infrastructure is maintained and 
developed, and other sectors (such as education) allowed 
to function with appropriate assistance as in any other 
Third World country, the UN presence in Cambodia will 
be ineffective.
Thirdly, if the country is economically impoverished 
and the people's lives are insecure or threatened, the 
election will have little meaning for the population, even 
if its administration goes ahead effectively as planned.
Urgent Assistance is Needed
The U.N. plans to spend $2 billion on the Peace plan, 
but so far no money has been targeted to help the people 
o f Cambodia with roads, fertilizer, irrigation systems, 
clean drinking water, health or training, all important 
factors in restoring stability for Cambodia. Over the 
years, the UN Development Program has accumulated, 
up to now, US$80 million o f unspent money earmarked 
for Cambodia. I urge UNDP not to sit on this fund any 
longer, but to start spending this money immediately. 
There are lots and lots o f things to be done. Just one 
example: most o f Cambodia's 9,000 miles o f highways 
and provincial roads are in ruin. You cannot have an 
effective communications system, and thus a democratic 
election, without being able to move quickly and freely.
It is obvious for visitors to Cambodia that the people's 
living standard must improve, especially in the rural 
areas and especially among women, before a democratic
election can take place. Women are going to be an 
important factor in this election, since they are the 
majority. It is important that women’s livelihood is beyond 
intimidation by political factions. Mystudiesover the last 
13 years have shown that women, or families headed by 
women, have remained persistently poor, and are among 
the poorest in every village. To improve their living 
standards, the UN aid should concentrate specially on 
women. So far, not enough work has been done for them. 
The SOC government, too, has not been treating their 
womenfolk favorably enough either, and I think it is time 
that they improved their record.
I remember reading an American Friends Service 
Committee report about their income generating project 
for women in Cambodia. Each family headed by a woman 
was given vegetable seeds, baby chickens, or ducks, 
worth $30. With vegetables growing in their gardens and 
chickens laying eggs under their house the women felt 
more secure about their family's livelihood than ever 
before. AFSC has a limited budget and at the time only 
about 200 families were assisted this way. I could not 
help calculating that to carry out this project for all 
families headed by women throughout Cambodia would 
cost a mere US$10 million. IPs peanuts really, compared 
with the billions o f dollars that the UN is planning to 
spend on other things.
To have a truly democratic election the UN must 
ensure that the people are physically as well as 
economically secure to choose their leaders without 
intimidation. Their should be UN observers in every 
village, not just in the districts as it is planned to do so far.
It is a big job. but this is the only way to go to 
achieve the UN mandate, which is to find democracy for 
Cambodia. We must all bear in mind the appalling record 
o f the UN towards the Cambodian people over the last 13 
years. An accomplice in mass murder like Thiounn 
Prasith for example, is still even today runningCambodia's 
UN Mission — as he has been for the last 13 years. At last, 
Prince Sihanouk raised that question recently. So why 
not rectify the record and make this a first step toward 
democracy that the UN can take for the Cambodian 
people ?
I would like to end by informing you that the English 
version of this book, Punishing the Poor, has recently 
lost the support o f its publisher and distributor. Since its 
first publication in 1988. Oxfam has been publishing and 
distributing it in the UK. But in 1991. the official UK 
Charity Commission criticized Oxfam. for having 
"persecuted with too much vigour" its public education 
campaign on the nature o f the Pol Pol regime and the 
threat o f its return. I can assure you that Cambodian 
people do not share that view. But because o f the 
pressure from the UK Charity Commission. Oxfam ceased 
its distribution o f this book, which now becomes 
unavailable. We must note here that the UK is a member 
o f the UN Permanent 5. With friends like this in high 
places, one can hardly feel optimistic about the prospects 
for the poor under the UN Peace Plan. Can states that 
enforce the withdrawal from circulation of politically 
unacceptable books demand the right even to teach 
democracy to Cambodia, let alone to impose on it the 
return o f the Khmer Rouge?
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Nonetheless, after 13 years o f punishment, I hope 
that the UN feels that it owes the Cambodian people, and 
rectifies its stand. O f course, there is no shortage of 
people who will watch the UN carefully in the process of 
finding lasting peace and true democracy for Cambodia. 
The Khmer Rouge threat must be ended. The process 
must succeed.
Chanlhou Boua was bom in Kompong Cham province. 
Cambodia. After attending Phnom Penh University, she 
gained degrees in economics, education and sociology 
from the University o f  New South Wales, Melbourne State 
College and the University o f Wollongong. She is author of 
Children o f the Killing Fields (University ofWollongong 
Centre fo r Multicultural Studies, 1990) and co-editor o f 
Peasants and Politics in Kampuchea, 1942-1981 
(London and New York, 1982), and o f Pol Pot Plans the 
Future: Confidential Leadership Documents from  
Democratic Kampuchea, 1976-77 Ot'aleSoutheast Asia 
Council. 1988). She has worked on various aid programs 
in Cambodia. Ms. Boua gave this paper at the Conference 
on ‘Genocideand Democracy in Cambodia', Yale University 
Law School. 21-22 February 1992. The paper will be 
included in a forthcoming collection from the conference.
P o et r y  by lAbiyA D raqonsun
War Songs
War songs 
War songs 
War songs 
War songs 
War songs 
War songs
1 hear war songs 
1 hear war songs
I hear war---- songs
1 hear war---- songs
I hear war---- songs
Hum war songs
I hear songs of war
War that don't pour from TV or motion picture
with Rambos or pretty faces that go home after every 
lake and come back Lo do another processed silver 
salted gang bang aggression type of mind twister 
Songs of plastic heroes that fall from the skies 
float like butterflies 
whips cut automatic weapons 
uzi and mac-10 the shit out of everything that's 
un-american or just don't look right 
And some dumb kid on the street gets his mind fucked
and says "kill'cm all and let God sort out the mess"
War songs 
War songs 
War songs 
I hear war songs
I hear war songs
But they don't come from Hollywood's motion picture scores 
They come from time gone by in Central Highland mountains 
that kicked your ass with mud 
with boys turned men 
in never ending rain 
Their grunts were their songs 
moans their chorus
Sing a war song war song war songs 
Sing a war song war song war songs 
Sing a war---- song
If you've just seen the movie you can't sing the song 
not my war song
cause you done not did the real studio time 
Time that don't come from drums and horns 
guitars 
keyboard 
and funky voices
I hear songs of babies crying and mama's screaming cause 
cause babies ain't crying 
ain't crying due to death by war 
1 hear the blues jams of families ripped apart
with bombs from big guns and planes that whistle 
while they work then explode a wicked climax 
Real songs of war docs its crying long after war has pulled 
its nasty head back in the holes of hell 
puls on its gray suits and sits at capital tables world wide 
sits at capital tables world wide 
sits at capital tables 
sits at capital tables 
and waits for Mr. Money to lobby 
Waits on Mr. Money to lobby for more war 
Mr. Money is the writer of real war songs
1 hear your war songs every day Mr. Money 
I sleep with your war songs Mr. Money 
Your songs keep me mad with pain 
Your songs shelter madness
a demon that cats me alive every weak moment 
almost every moment is weak
weak from processions of evil that keeps killing me
1 don't want to hear the war songs no mo 
I don't want lo hear the war songs no mo 
1 don't want to hear the voice of death no mo 
I want to hear the world without music 
I want lo hear the rhythm of men marching home 
blind to aggression 
I want no mo war songs
Yet 1 shall always hear 
War songs war songs war songs 
War songs war songs war songs 
I hear war songs
Jabiya Dragonsun, 8322 Williams Ave, Philadelphia, 
PA 19150,215-247-9579. His collection HitParade (In the 
Tradition Press, 1989) is now available directly from the 
author.
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D em o c ra c y  DiEd at  t Ue G u lf
By Richard Falk, Center o f International Studies, Princeton 
University
The readiness o f those states with the longest and 
deepest traditions o f democracy to rush headlong into the 
cruel, merciless and vengeful war in the Gulf simply 
startles the political imagination. States that celebrate 
elections, human rights and constitutionalism have shown 
themselves all too ready to deploy massive force to 
maintain resource hegemony and geopolitical ambition. 
For all the claims about promoting democracy have been 
invoked as a rhetoric o f legitimation, this has been a war 
about oil, to safeguard Israel's regional position, and 
above all, about the capacity o f the United States to 
establish itself as the primary leader o f post-Cold War 
global security arrangements, or, as George Bush 
expressed it, “the new world order."
The specific relevance o f democracy at home to 
intervention overseas is impossible to establish with any 
precision . Com plex po litica l behavior is always 
overdetermined, and can be explained in different ways. 
There were definite differences, for example, between the 
US intervention in Indochina and the Soviet intervention 
in Afghanistan, and some o f these might be linked to the 
presence or absence o f a democratic political culture. The 
role o f public engagement and domestic opposition was 
certainly more significant in the United States, whereas 
a reversal o f official policy was easier to achieve quickly 
and fully in the Soviet Union. Yet from the perspective o f 
the target societies, the sim ilarities undoubtedly 
outweighed the differences. In both cases, the political 
life o f a Third World country was manipulated in order to 
validate a military intervention directed against civilian 
society, an intervention that produced massive suffering. 
In both, the battlefield was confined to the Third World 
arena, and the unequal character o f the war was its most 
basic quality, with a superpower pitted against a poor, 
underdeveloped, yet stubbornly nationalist, adversary. 
Both wars can be properly classified as imperial and as 
expressions o f East-West geopolitical rivalry. Although 
military superiori ty and decisive technological advantage 
was on the intervening side in both instances, the US 
style o f intervention emphasized techno-war to a greater 
extent than did its Soviet counterpart, which is hardly 
surprising given the US role at the forefront o f modern 
industrial society. In fact, it is often claimed that this 
capacity for techno-war is itself a reflection o f the degree 
o f innovation that can be best sustained in a democratically 
constituted polity that nurtures freedom of inquiry, 
although the evidence that supports such a contention is 
almost entirely conjectural.
In any case, it would seem correct to identify the most 
ardent belligerents in the Gulf War—the United States 
and Britain—as having the best credentials among the 
coalition states when it comes to indicators o f democratic 
governance, having sustained political moderation and 
the rule o f law without rupture for a period of centuries. 
With considerable irony, it is Germany and Japan, whose 
democratic allegiance was artificially, and perhaps
superficially, imposed after 1945, and then only as the 
outcome o f military defeat, that seemed most troubled by 
the Gulf War, both among elites and the broader public. 
Furthermore, and for a variety o f motives, it has been a 
series o f non-democratic states, including the Soviet 
Union, Iran, Yemen, and Algeria, that struggled most 
valiantly in the pre-war phases o f the crisis to find a path 
to restore peace. Along the same lines, the most severe 
state/society tensions that developed in the coalition 
partners, were to be found in the least democratic states, 
especially Syria, Egypt, Morocco. Those governing elites 
that most closely aligned their position with popular 
mass sentiments, for instance in Jordan and the PLO, 
sided in the war with Iraq, and were designated as 
candidates for postwar punishment by the victors. The 
ironic result is that those governing elites that ignored 
their own citizenry have been given fair better treatment 
by the “democratic" victors than those who were expressive 
o f popular will. Kuwait itself is a prime example of 
rewarding an exceeding anti-democratic state for its role 
on the winning side in the Gulf War.
O f course, the situation has been complex. Iraq, and 
especially Saddam Hussein as its supreme leader, has 
been easy to cast in the role o f the evil “other." Saddam 
is guilty o f bloody crimes against his own people and 
against nature, as well as o f disastrous miscalculations 
o f capabilities and intentions. His Iraq has continuously 
worshipped at the altar o f the war gods, distorting Iraqi 
priorities to build an extravagant war machine, embarking 
on aggressive warmaking against Iran long before the 
conquest o f Kuwait, and mindlessly allowing the encounter 
with Kuwait's mighty protectors to drift from crisis to war. 
despite a likely global backlash. Although the analogy is 
more distracting than illuminating, there is enough 
plausibility to the claim that Saddam is the new Hitler to 
provide a useful tool to mobilize the citizenry o f the West 
for war, especially in the liberal democracies. It was these 
democracies that continue to hold themselves partially 
accountable for the failure to stop Hitler at an early stage 
by practicing a diplomacy o f appeasement, a failure 
interpreted as a direct cause o f the Second World War. 
Leaving aside the questionable accuracy o f this reading 
o f history, its legacy has been “the lesson o f Munich," that 
is, the importance o f guarding the global order against 
aggressive challenges. This learning has been further 
reinforced by the conviction that the Cold War was won 
by a democratic West because of its continuous willingness 
and readiness since 1945 to engage in warfare to contain 
the Soviet-led Communist challenge. Such readings of 
the past partly explain why democratic countries have so 
easily embraced a militarist conception o f their own 
security, and have even apparently succumbed to the 
seductive illusion that warmaking is the keystone in the 
arch of a peaceful world after the Cold War.
There is a reinforcing factor that operates in a 
democratic political culture o f the sort that has emerged 
in the West, especially in the United States, namely the 
need to simplify issues in dispute so as to mobilize the 
citizenry on behalf o f the war effort. War comes to be 
presented to the public as a polar struggle o f epic 
consequence in which compromise becomes unthinkable: 
slow to war, but even slower to peace has been the
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American experience o f war. Walter Lippmann eloquently 
criticized this tendency to absolutize the enemy, with its 
insistence on total victory as the only acceptable outcome. 
This orientation to war generates destabilizing outcomes 
to warfare, making it difficult to reach sensible diplomatic 
bargains.
At least prior to World War II, the American disposition 
toward isolationism in relation to European warfare 
raised the threshold o f persuasion, and has come to be 
associated with the sense that war was justifiable only if 
the enemy was both threatening fundamental values and 
could be destroyed absolutely. When it comes to war. the 
American orientation has always been that o f the crusader, 
not the merchant looking for a decent bargain or the 
diplomat always ready for a dignified compromise that 
serves state interests. To a degree, reliance on TV 
aggravates this disposition by its reliance on images, 
sound bites, and stereotypes to convey meaning. 
Persuasion is a m atter o f stirring the symbolic 
unconscious, not offering a convincing rationale that is 
nuanced and self-reflective.
To some extent, the emergence o f nuclear weaponiy 
eroded this crusader mentality. The prospect o f mutual 
annihilation both fed an apocalyptic appetite and 
generated a managerial approach premised on cost/ 
benefit calculations. The Cold War produced a maximal 
mobilization for war, but also an imperative to avoid 
direct encounter. In such a setting, it is natural that the 
awakened crusader would seek out more remote 
battlefields. The American frustrations in Korea and 
Vietnam—wars in which military superiority could not be 
translated into victory—generated deep disappointment 
that went to the very roots o f American cultural and 
political identity. One way to grasp the impulse to engage 
Saddam in war, and then pursue the war relentlessly, 
was the intuition that finally the conditions for “victory" 
were present: an encounter in which one-sided military 
tactics could not be neutralized by the terrain or by 
shifting the struggle to a political arena, and an encounter 
in an arena shaped by the geopolitical withdrawal o f the 
Soviet Union. From this perspective, the provision o f Iraq 
with modern armaments was the precondition that had 
to be satisfied before Iraq could be defeated. The outcome 
o f Desert Storm more than justified the Pentagon's 
enthusiasm for “mid-intensity" warfare, which would 
allow technological differences and training to shape 
battlefield outcomes and yet avoid the catastrophic effects 
of “high-intensity" warfare, that is, wars in which weaponry 
o f mass destruction are likely to devastate the homelands 
o f both principal belligerents. As long as only one side is 
so vulnerable, threats and even uses of nuclear weapons 
would sustain its mid-intensity character, and keep the 
prospect o f “victory" within the range o f “acceptable" 
cost/benefit ratios that help shape debates among 
strategic planners about the rationality o f war as an 
instrument o f foreign policy.
Also, highly relevant here, is the proclaimed 
enthusiasm for overcoming the Vietnam syndrome. Bush's 
91 % approval rating among the American people after the 
Gulf War confirms what seemed only a suspicion in the 
setting o f the Grenada invasion (1983). the Libyan bombing 
(1986), and the Panama intervention (1989), namely.
that the Vietnam syndrome, so-called, emerged as a 
political inhibition to unsuccessful and prolonged war 
with several features: war that ended in stalemate or 
defeat, that persisted over a period of years, and took its 
toll o f American lives in the thousands. The American 
people have demonstrated what the post-Vietnam political 
leadership in the United States consistently believed, 
that war can be successfully prosecuted under a variety 
o f conditions in the Third World, and that if it ends in a 
quick and decisive victory, the public will overwhelmingly 
support the experience and celebrate the outcome. The 
GulfWar, especially in its immediate aftermath, inscribes 
this bellicose message in the political consciousness of 
citizenry and leadership alike—military intervention in 
the Third World can achieve devastating results on the 
battlefield at a miraculously low cost and is astoundingly 
popular at home.
Such a disposition to make war against Saddam's 
Iraq was further encouraged by a variety o f situational 
factors. Most Arab governments in the region, each acting 
in response to diverse interests but converging on the 
desirability o f restoring Kuwaiti sovereignty and containing 
Iraq, were ultimately favorable to war. These supporters 
o f the war policy regarded the political risks o f participating 
in the American led military campaign as real, but as less 
dangerous than an unchecked Saddam, and as offering 
side-benefits (e.g. debt relief for Egypt; a free hand in 
Lebanon for Syria). This Arab participation at the 
governmental level helped obscure the South/North and 
inter-religious character o f the conflict.
Further, Israel, posited by the West as an island of 
Western values, including adherence to the principles of 
liberal democracy, was intensely supportive o f war as a 
response to the Gulf Crisis, regarding any outcome of the 
crisis that did not end with the destruction o f Iraq's war 
machine and Saddam’s political power as unacceptable. 
This Israeli factor became an important influence on 
public opinion in the United States, especially in relation 
to Bush's search for support in a closely divided Congress. 
There were no comparable anti-war forces active in the 
political arenas of the United States to build the case for 
diplomacy and sanctions as a better policy alternative. 
This one-sidedness in the political debate that preceded 
the Gulf War tells us something about the militarist 
configuration o f social forces in democracies at present, 
but it also discloses some worrisome features o f political 
democracies in general and o f the United States in 
particular.
This susceptibility to militarist diplomacy was further 
accented by the post-Cold War availability o f the United 
Nations for such a venture. The first series o f Security 
Council resolutions after August 2nd, condemning Iraq 
and establishing extensive sanctions to achieve the goal 
o f unconditional Iraqi withdrawal seemed quite consistent 
with the Charter commitment to protect the victims of 
aggression while attempting to find a peaceful resolution 
o f international disputes if at all possible. Even the early 
post-August deployment o f US military forces in the 
region seemed consistent with an effort to contain Iraq 
with defensive force during a period of increasing pressure 
to coerce withdrawal through sanctions and diplomacy. 
In retrospect, there were serious flaws in this use o f the
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United Nations even at this first stage o f response: 
Washington was exerting an unhealthy degree o f control 
over the language and rituals o f the Security Council: the 
failure to challenge the insistence by George Bush that 
the friends o f Kuwait had the legal authority to act 
militarily on their own if the UN withheld its endorsement: 
the misguided definition o f sanctions as extending to 
include food and medicine: the over-representation of 
Europe and under-representation o f the Third World in 
the Security Council: the evident willingness o f the Soviet 
Union and China to bargain away an independent 
international voice in light o f their domestic troubles: the 
early indications that US resolve to wage war would not 
be significantly challenged within the Security Council. 
In this context, the United Nations itself appears seriously 
flawed from a dem ocratic standpoint, relying on 
representation by way o f statism and thereby excluding 
important social forces in the world and lending itself 
easily to the geopolitical maneuverings in the North 
orchestrated by a single member state. From the outset 
o f the crisis, it was evident that only the United States, 
aside possibly from Israel, had the resolve and capabilities 
to check Iraq's ambitions, and in this sense thevulnerable 
countries and the world as a whole were abjectly dependent 
on Washington's priorities and outlook.
It is an irony, that it was the presence and absence 
of democratic forms and substance working in tandem 
that helped generate the GulfWar. Democratic dispositions 
in the United States encouraged the citizenry to heed a 
presidential summons to war. whereas democratic 
deficiencies in the United Nations removed obstacles 
from the path taken by the United States and its allies to 
turn the Organization, by stages, into an instrument 
legitimizing a war that could and should have been 
avoided, or at the veiy  least, indefinitely postponed. The 
sanctions alternative was abandoned despite considerable 
evidence o f its remarkable effectiveness in cutting Iraq's 
GNPbym ore than half in its first six months o f operation, 
with expectations o f even greater effectiveness in the 
months ahead.
Abandoning reliance on sanctions in January also 
meant diminishing the prospect for a democratizing 
process in Iraq. Both journalists and opposition leaders 
in exile noted a rising tide o f anti-Saddam sentiment in 
Iraq before the outbreak o f war. Sanctions stood a good 
chance o f exerting so much pressure on the Iraqi regime 
as to facilitate a successful challenge by more moderate 
political tendencies within Iraq's Baath Party. Such a 
possibility remained no more than informed conjecture, 
but the onset o f war tightened Iraqi society, gave Saddam 
a measure o f populist support throughout the region and 
crushed the hopes that had begun to exist that an 
indigenous democratic process might emerge in Iraq. 
Indeed, the aftermath o f the GulfW ar has contributed to 
the tragic situation o f the Iraqi people, first threatening a 
compound o f Lebanonization by way o f persistent civil 
strife combined with a cruel strangulation o f civil society 
through a vindictive UN insistence that Iraq pay the cost 
o f rebuilding Kuwait while its own countiy lies in ruins. 
And what is more, coalition forces, especially the United 
States, even for a while let it be known that it once more 
regards Saddam Hussein as the lesser, and known, evil.
as compared to the more democratically constituted 
alternatives associated with either Shi'a resistance in the 
South, opposed because it could strengthen Iran's regional 
influence, or Kurdish resistance in the North, feared 
because it could destabilize Turkey and Syria where large 
and restive Kurdish minorities exist. As the postwar 
reality in the region shifts, so does the American view of 
Saddam's rule, cynically deciding it is better to retain him 
at times, and. if possible, to dump him at other times. The 
reemergence o f the old geopolitical games o f Western 
powers in the region should not be surprising, but their 
blatant contradiction o f the idealistic claims o f the 
champions of the GulfW ar might at least have produced 
their postponement for a “decent interval."
During the past decade, democratizing has been 
given an increasingly capitalist coloring. In the 1980s. 
the Reagan Doctrine identified adherence to a market 
economy as the crucial defining feature o f a democratic 
polity. The wider dynamics o f the market included a green 
light for arms sales, especially as an aspect o f the Cold 
War game o f projecting influence overseas and as a way 
to diminish negative trade balances. The militarization of 
Iraq was facilitated by both o f these factors, the Soviets 
supplying arms to gain influence and earn some hard 
currency, the West to gain a piece o f the market and offset 
fears about expanding Islamic fundamentalism. The 
revealed character o f Saddam's criminality—launching 
an aggressive war against Iran, introducing poison gas 
onto the battlefield, using poison gas and chemical 
weapons against Kurdish villages in Iraq—did nothing at 
all to impair Iraq's status as a privileged customer for 
Western technology and long-term credits. Bush who 
claimed to be appalled by Saddam in August 1990 was 
the same Bush that only weeks earlier had intervened 
with the US Congress to discourage terminating a $200 
million credit in Iraq's favor, and a few months before 
that, had used its influence in Geneva to discourage 
investigation o f flagrant human rights abuses in Iraq. 
Bush reminded law-makers prior to August 2nd that 
Saddam was a fact-of-life in the region, better to befriend 
than to alienate. To the extent, then, that Iraq became the 
monster in its region, it did so as a direct result o f the way 
the existing international capitalist and political order 
were supposed to work: there was no anomaly here. Iraq's 
buildup o f iniluence in the region was a calculated effect 
o f extra-regional ambitions and strategic assessments.
Democratic orientations towards governance have 
been consistently subordinated to racist dispositions 
embodied within political cultures. There has long been 
a tension between the humanistic aspirations associated 
with democracy and the racist practices o f specific 
democracies, but, internally at least, also some slow but 
definite progress in many countries, including the US 
towards mitigating racial discrimination. Even such 
internal progress is fragile, as the recent backlash against 
refugees and Third World immigration in Europe has 
shown. Externally, however. Western democracies are 
especially quick to associate the evil other with non­
white, non-Christian peoples, and drawing on a biblical 
heritage, they easily invoke their own self-righteousness 
tojustify an exterminist ethos. God. as Jehovah, portrayed 
in the Old Testament, as crushing remorselessly the
P/1
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many enemies o f the Israelites. His “chosen people." This 
cruel side o f democratic experience has expressed itself 
most crudely in both the United States and Britain in the 
form o f apparent popular support for “nuking" Baghdad. 
More generally, there seems little or no sympathy for the 
Iraqi civilian population severely victimized by the indirect 
but massive effects o f the most sustained bombing 
campaign in human history. Despite efforts o f respected 
observers to warn o f the terrible suffering inflicted by the 
war on the Iraqi civilian population and the menace of 
disease and distress in the months ahead, the US and its 
European allies have insisted that comprehensive 
sanctions be retained. *
This indifference to the sufferings o f innocent others 
has many sources, and cannot be associated with any 
particular political or cultural form. Yet the moral 
pretensions o f democratic societies in the West have been 
especially exposed. The modernist democratic sensibility 
has been shaped by the commercialization o f violence, by 
an addiction to entertainment built around grotesque 
encounters between various idioms o f violence and by a 
societal sensibility shaped by rising crime, official 
corruption, and pervasive fears at the neighborhood 
level. A  culture immersed in violence can easily shift 
gears into displays o f ilagwaving support for a merciless 
war against a society that cannot hit back, especially if a 
spectacular battlefield victoiy is achieved and glorified by 
the media, encouraging the outcome to be celebrated by 
parades and the like. An unacknowledged part o f the 
enthusiasm is undoubtedly racist in character, a recovery 
o f confidence that tools o f white supremacy continue to 
work well, and offer good grounds for believing that the 
privileged order o f international relations can be 
maintained for the indefinite future; according to the 
UNDP 1991 Human Development Report, 23% o f the 
world’s population in the North controls 85% of the 
world's income, with the same approximate ratio o f use 
for the scarce resources o f the world.^ Such “a reading" 
also bears on the domestic “text,” as well, suggesting the 
fate that awaits those non-white hordes if they dare 
challenge with militancy the domestic status quo that 
has been deliberately shifting income from poor to rich for 
more than a decade (by way of frozen wages, regressive 
tax reforms, reduced social services) and offers little 
opportunity to the mass of minority poor, especially 
among the urban young.
Even here there are twists and turns o f historical 
memory. Those flags waved so furiously to support the 
US troops in the Gulf expressed a belated acknowledgmen t 
that the citizenry had deserted their own soldiers during 
the last stages o f the Vietnam War. In a sense, the mass 
of American society had refused to participate in the 
failure o f the Vietnam War, and this distancing embittered 
those who had been sent to fight and die, more than two 
million o f whom returned from Indochina often to torment 
family and neighbors, as much by their depression and 
withdrawal as by their anger. The poison of embitterment 
has now been apparently exchanged for the poison of 
jingoism. More significantly, in both Vietnam and the 
Gulf, and countless other places as well, American political 
identity is defined and redefined at the expense o f distant 
peoples o f a different race and religion, on Third World
killing fields that divert energies from the anguish of 
street comers and train stations in American cities where 
the homeless gather.
One chilling dimension of the democratic embrace of 
the Gulf War was disclosed during the televised debates 
in Congress a few days before the January 15th deadline 
between the Bush forces that narrowly obtained their 
mandate to wage unrestricted warfare and the liberal 
critics who favored sanctions mainly, it seemed, because 
they did not want Americans coming home in body bags. 
These critics were reluctant opponents o f the President, 
often suggesting that if there were some kind o f assurance 
that the war could be waged without a ground fight, that
is, without American casualties, they would gladly support
it. The ideal war, it was argued, would be conducted by 
high-tech weapomy that could inflict damage and pain at 
will, and face no threat in return. What was called “war" 
in these debates, and what actually unfolded after January 
15 and explains the rapid conversion o f critics to 
enthusiasts, is more accurately portrayed as "massacre." 
It is the latest version of the unequal war characteristic 
o f the settler conquests of indigenous peoples in the “age 
o f discovery," and o f colonial warfare ever since. The 
mixture o f democracy, capitalism, and technology creates 
a tremendous political momentum. There is no resistance 
at home, except at the margins. The metaphors o f victory 
are overpowering. The modem Western assumption that 
God is on the side of the better technology is deeply 
ingrained.
II
Discussions o f the failures o f modernity have been so 
frequent in recent years that they now seem rather 
tedious. Nevertheless, the Gulf War summons us to 
reconsider these failures anew. The extent to which 
modernity offers a mandate for unequal war remains 
obscure. The inner logic o f modernity is reflected in the 
evolution o f warfare over the centuries, the progressive 
shift from fighting prowess to relative technological 
capability, what Anthony Giddens has identified as the 
displacement o f “ the traditional warrior ethic that 
flourished when warfare was associated with spectacle 
and display."3
The teehnologizing o f war has proceeded in two 
directions: the deliteralization of war, or what Mary 
Kaldor convincingly calls the development o f “the 
imaginary war, too awful to fight as a matter o f intention, 
but a pervasive dark cloud dominating the political 
landscape; and the Nintendo war. in which money inserted 
at one end o f the great electronic apparatus generates a 
technopower that inflicts one-sided destruction at the 
other end and which depends for its reality on denying 
the weaker side sufficient technological and political 
means to fight back effectively. The Cold War was an 
imaginary war; the Gulf War is better understood as a 
Nintendo war.
In order to make the world safe for Nintendo war, the 
adversaiy must be given enough technology to make 
warfare plausible, but not enough to leap over the 
technology gap, and put the outcome in doubt. The non­
proliferation ofnuclearweapons is crucial in this respect.
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as is the denial o f other weapons o f mass destruction and 
the effective means o f long range delivery. Iraq was an 
important enemy because it seemed to be mounting a 
challenge to the reality o f the technology gap. It possessed 
chemical weapons and was pursuing both nuclear and 
biological capabilities. Moreover, the Scud missiles, 
although largely ineffective, disclosed an ability to expand 
the scope o f the battlefield beyond the target society, a 
capacity neither Vietnam nor Afghanistan possessed.® 
Terrorism against Western targets was an additional 
means to carry the war beyond Iraq/Kuwait, and even the 
dumping o f oil in the Gulf and the fires in the Kuwaiti 
wells can be understood as desperate attempts by Iraq to 
inflict excruciating pain in retaliation. Bush's “new world 
order." should it take hold, will attempt to deepen the 
vulnerability o f the entire non-Western world to Nintendo 
war. both by widening the technological gap through a 
process o f continuous innovation that improves the 
effectiveness o f electronic warfare and by increasing the 
control and surveillance over Third World acquisitions of 
any weapons that erode the invulnerability o f the West. 
The sinister underlying drive is now. metaphorically and 
potentially, to turn the entire Third World into a condition 
o f vulnerability, as in the Kuwaiti/Iraq desert, giving 
night vision and precision munitions the capacity to do in 
jungle and mountain terrain what they achieved in the 
more receptive settings o f the Gulf War. At the same time, 
every attempt will be made in these years to keep the 
scenarios o f an imaginary war in the North as latent as 
possible, retaining much o f the weaponry but seeking to 
redirect political energy toward a more collaborative 
East-West framework.
The Gulf W ar both embodies and prefigures. The 
military commander. General Norman Schwarzkopf, 
summarized the dynamic o f the war with a hunting 
image: “it's been like a beagle chasing a rabbit. It's been 
all pleasant surprises."® In a similar mode, the media 
referred to the last phases o f the ground war as “a turkey 
shoot.“ These images captures the essence o f Nintendo— 
the hunter armed with fantastic weapons pursuing the 
hunted at no self-risk. But the abandonment o f a high 
intensity imaginary war is also relevant because o f Soviet 
diplomatic support for the war and the consequent 
mantle o f United Nations legitimacy. This new world 
order was threatened on the one side by the Scuds, but 
also on the other side by the Soviet peace initiatives that 
almost brought the war to an end prior to its ground 
phase. The Bush Administration made no secret o f its 
resentment at the time o f this initiative. White House 
leaks to the media indicated that Bush was “biting his lip" 
to refrain from lashing out at the Soviets and spoiling the 
illusion of consensus about Desert Storm: more discreetly, 
government officials let it be known to the press that 
Gorbachev's efforts to end the Gulf War before its ground 
phase, even achieving the stated United Nations and 
United States goal o f unconditional Iraqi withdrawal, had 
done more harm to Soviet-American relations than “all 
the head-knocking in the Baltics."7
It is evident that the new world order as it was 
conceived in Washington is about North/South control 
and surveillance, not about values or a better life for the
peoples o f the world. Whether this geo-strategy for the 
next phase o f US-led world capitalism will be successfully 
maintained is highly uncertain. Even the "victory" in the 
Gulf may appear in retrospect mainly as a crucial step in 
the final unraveling o f Western hegemony. The oil wells 
aflame in Kuwait may be seen not only as an ecological 
disaster and an economic waste but also a beacon that 
Islamic masses will follow in a spirit o f militant anti- 
Western fundamentalism. The American war machine 
may in the end imperil control over Gulf oil to a greater 
extent than Saddam's expansionism. As the ceasefire 
approached, units o f the Republican Guard were permitted 
by coalition forces to escape to the North so that they 
could turn their guns on the Iraqi resistance in Basra, 
and thereby deny Iran political gains in the region from 
the outcome o f the GulfWar. Recall that earlier during the 
1980s Saddam was less threatening to Western regional 
interests than Ayatollah Khomeini’s Islamic Revolution, 
that still earlier the Islamic fundamentalists were viewed 
as an ally against leftist threats to the stability o f the 
Shah's rule, and even earlier, in 1953. a constitutional 
form o f nationalism under Mossadegh in Iran was 
overthrown, with the help o f the CIA, to make way for the 
Shah. The opportunism o f Western influence in the 
Middle East has been mainly guided by considerations of 
oil and regional hegemony, as shaped, in turn, by the 
commitment to Israeli security interests.
It is also evident that the GulfW ar promises a new life 
for Star Wars, but now adapted to a South/North axis of 
conflict, as well as a more generalized and intensified 
effort to extend the technologies o f Nintendo war into 
space. Similarly, there will be some restrictions on arms 
suppliers in the North to prevent future acquisitions by 
countries in the South o f weaponry and technologies that 
threaten the military invulnerability of the North. Whether 
even these restrictions will ever be made operational is 
questionable. One can expect formidable pressures to be 
mounted, especially by US arms exporters, to lift 
restrictions. This will enable the suppliers to cash in on 
the performance o f their weaponry in the Gulf War, to 
contribute their earnings to the reduction o f US trade 
deficits, and to offset reduced demand in the North due 
to the ending o f the Cold War. The US Government may 
even tempt Third World countries to aspire after some 
form o f regional invulnerability, thereby both increasing 
the demand for expensive weapons items and building 
the case at home for a bigger R & D (research and 
development) effort so as to retain the decisive military 
edge in the North.
More broadly, there are many other problematic 
aspects to the Bush redesign of world order: can the 
United States continue to offset its economic and societal 
weaknesses by relying so heavily on its military muscle? 
Will not West/West economic rivalry induce the formation 
of security alternatives in Europe and Asia to avoid 
continued dependence on the United States? Will the 
Soviet Union avert a slide into chaos or reversion to some 
variant pre-Gorbachev policies? Will economic distress 
in the Third World generate an array o f political challenges 
to current arrangements? Will a new South/North split, 
anchored in the hostility between Islam and the West
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produce a variant o f the Cold War. though without the 
constraint o f mutual deterrence? Is there the will and 
capability among the global elites to meet the various 
demands o f ecological decay?
Ill
Modernity also has a nonnative dimension that can 
be associated with the United Nations Charter as a 
visionary instrument pointing the way to a less violent 
global order rather than the United Nations as a political 
actor (in tension with its own Charter) offering itself as an 
instrument available to the power structure o f the state 
system. The Gulf War dramatized the tension between 
visionaries and geopoliticians, confirming that the latter 
are in firm control and enjoy a widespread popularity in 
the constitutional democracies. The miles ofyellow ribbon 
festooning American residential and commercial areas in 
celebration o f victory in a one-sided war has been as 
depressing as the devastation of Iraq by what hailed as 
the unveiling o f World War III weaponry. Indeed, one 
crucial aspect of American triumphalism has been the 
degree to which the Gulf War affirms US technological 
prowess over Europe and Japan, implying that military 
technology is the real test o f "civilization." temporally 
displacing United States anxiety about economic over- 
extension and the prospects o f decline.
Visionaries and progressive forces were effectively 
marginalized in this war. They were disorganized by the 
collapse o f socialist thinking at the end o f the Cold War, 
confused by the demonic persona o f Saddam Hussein, 
distracted by the apparent recourse o f the United States 
to internationalism in response to aggression, and quickly 
swayed by the intoxicating thrill of a painless victory that 
included the decimation o f an aggressive Islamic society. 
Anti-war efforts were widespread in the United States 
and Europe, but incoherent, lacking an alternative 
conception o f a new world order, and therefore caught 
between an outdated and arid “anti-imperialism" and a 
predisposition towards a “pacifism" that lacked any 
credible response to aggression. The complexities o f a 
sophisticated view o f peace-oriented collective security 
did not lend itself to political mobilization. Such a view 
would have had to include energies directed towards 
sanctions; towards containment o f any further Iraqi and 
defensive deployments; towards diplomacy, especially in 
relation to a long deferred and overdue Middle East peace 
conference with Palestinian self-determination at the top 
of the agenda; towards resolution of the Kurdish question; 
towards regional security arrangements: and towards 
enhancing respect for the United Nations Charterand the 
autonomy o f the Security Council as imposing real 
constraints on superpower discretion.
At this stage o f recovery from the reality o f the Gulf 
War, those o f us associated with struggles for peace and 
justice are confronted anew by Bush's master project 
that has proclaimed a geopolitical destiny under the 
banner o f “a new world order." This project is itself being 
constituted as an international innovation o f historic 
significance, but it is more correctly interpreted as a 
resumption o f what seemed successful to power-wielders
in the nineteenth century, "a long peace" at the geopolitical 
core o f techno-financial power and one-sided mastery 
over the non-Western world. The Gulf War revives the 
plausibility o f aspiring to master the South. It approaches 
the task with an almost religious finality and with 
patriarchal zeal, including the vision o f North domination 
of the South by means of the militarization o f space, 
which is itself a frightening prospect that literally 
encompasses the entire world. Such a conception of 
order is quite content to w itness the spread o f 
Lebanonizalion in countries o f the South, reserving the 
interventionary option for exceptional cases where crucial 
resources or strategic chokepoints are threatened by 
hostile forces or where a country in the South seems on 
the verge o f acquiring the sort o f military capability and 
political will that endangers the sense of Northern 
invulnerability.
Such a project, while particularly menacing through 
its technological properties, is but the latest stage in a 
long struggle that has gone on for several centuries in a 
variety o f settings. While it is necessary to acknowledge 
the distinctiveness o f this latest set o f moves connected 
with weapons innovations, it is also imperative to realize 
that military superiority has rarely controlled the forces 
o f political change for very long. It may influence and 
condition shifts in tactics and perceived opportunities in 
a variety of specific circumstances by those whose struggle 
is against oppression and on behalf o f greater equity and 
solidarity. The ebb and flow o f history has proceeded with 
great force during the past decade, raising hopes here, 
dashing them there, suggesting, above all, that the 
present casts a short shadow: What seems definite 
beyond ambiguity, at this juncture, is almost predictably 
likely to be superseded in significance within a period of 
months or. at most, a few years. This new reality calls for 
adjustment. The Cold War had for several decades cast a 
relatively long shadow: the structure o f conflict and 
alignment was unlikely to change for the foreseeable 
future. One might not have liked what one saw ahead, but 
the perceptions seemed reliable and were rather surprise- 
free on essential [). At the same time, there are also 
hopefulsigns. includingmanyopportunilies to reestablish 
confidence that the struggles for a just world order will 
not be long diverted from their course by the post-Gulf 
War triumphal proclamation of a new world order.
The revealed roots o f war in the political culture o f the 
West suggests that analysis, action, and hope must be 
recast along more radical lines touching directly on the 
deep structures o f political life. It is necessary to confront 
the unpleasant truth that militarism is. or can be. 
"democratic." and that so long as beliefs, myths, and 
glory remain bound to the traditions and imagination of 
patriarchy there can be no fundamental challenge 
mounted against the war system. Perhaps, most 
depressing, is the degree to which women as well as men 
seem palriarchally entrapped.
Perhaps, the very drastic circumstances brought 
about by the Gulf War, especially in light o f the collapse 
o f a socialist alternative, will prompt the rising o f a new 
progressive outlook that can reestablish hope and provide 
the grounds for political action in the 1990s. As never
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before, it is essential to challenge the fantasy o f 
technocratic empire with a dream of political community 
based on mutual respect, human rights, participatory 
democracy, and a political culture that disavows violence 
and war.
An earlier version o f  this essay appeared as 
“Reflections on theCulfWar” in Alternatives, Spring 1991, 
and in the Revue d'Etudes Palestiniennes, No. 44, 
Automne 1991: 33-49.
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FiREd G o ld  (Vaimq L ua)1
Fiction by Nguyen Huy Thiep. Nhung Ngon Gio 
Huatat. (Nha Xuat Ban Van Hoa—Ha Noi. 1989)
Translation by Peter Zinoman
Mr. Quch Ngoc Minh2 from Tu Ly village in Da Bac 
district town3 wrote me a letter: “IVe read your short 
story Kim Sac (Sharp Sword) which tells o f my ancestor 
Dang Phu Lan. 1 didn't like the detail concerning his 
meeting with Nguyen Du.^ The character whom you 
describe as “the strange, pure young man at the inn with 
a soul as clear as mountain water" seems pointless. Your 
song “The Discordance o f Talent and Fate" implies that 
Nguyen Du. while clever, is not really that clever. Please 
come up for a visit and I will let you examine several 
documents which will help you to see things in a different 
light. My daughter. Quach Thi Trinh, will prepare some 
fish and starfruit consomme which I'm sure you will 
enjoy..."
Upon receiving this letter, I went up to visit Quach 
Ngoc Minh and his family. The ancient documents he 
possessed were truly original. I then returned to Hanoi 
and wrote this story. As I wrote, I freely amended and
reorganized extraneous details and edited the documents 
so as to make them consistent with the telling o f my story.
In 1802, Nguyen PhucAnh invaded Thang Long5 and 
taking the royal name Gia Long, seized the throne.® The 
new King was assisted by a handful o f European advisors 
including, due to the recommendation o f Bishop Pigneau 
de Behaine. the Frenchman Francois Poiree. The King 
called him Phang.
Ever since childhood. Phang had liked to wander 
about. He participated in the revolution o f 1789 and was 
friends with Xanh Giuyt. In 1797, he boarded a merchant 
ship bound for Hoi An. While no one actually knows if a 
meeting between Phang and Pigneau de Behaine took 
place, the Bishop definitely did write Phang a letter of 
introduction to King Gia Long.
In his diary, Phang writes:
The King is one colossal solitary mass. He 
performs his role in the imperial court with 
great skill. He moves, stands, exits, enters, 
issues orders and receives homage from his 
clique of court officials. He is a stem father 
towards his selfish and dim-witted children. As 
a husband, he commands respect from his 
mediocre wives. He knows he is old and with 
the young, beautiful concubines in his royal 
harem, he is impotent. As its founder and 
architect, he knows that the imperial court is 
superficial and that his nation is poor. He 
worries constantly because he is aware that the 
power which lies exclusively in his hands is far 
too great for the strength o f a single human 
being...
Phang follows Gia Long on a hunting trip north of 
Hue, the royal capital. According to Phang:
The King rides a horse, his back erect. In the 
wild, he is radiant and the anxious scowl he 
wears daily disappears. He is happy, thrilled by 
the hunt. Sitting with me that evening he says.
“Do you see that pack of dogs over there? They 
prepare everything for me. As I pass through 
the hunting grounds, they actually release the 
prey for me." Surprised, I ask why the King (by 
birth a skilled martial leader) tolerates this 
insult. He laughs: “You understand nothing. Is 
there any glory not attained at the expense o f a 
good name?" Sitting there listening to the King.
I am struck by the dreadfulness o f his life. He 
understands that his existence is essentially 
dependent on symbiosis. As fate has arbitrarily 
placed him in a paramount position, he dare 
not tam per with any o f society ’s fixed 
relationships, since this might upset the delicate 
symbiosis and weaken his throne. I ask the 
King about Eastern philosophers but he shows 
no interest. He responds, "They are all 
embittered by life. They are the past. Our 
concern is the present." Here, the King is
58
SpRiNq, 1992 ViET Nam G eneration , Inc. VoIume 4 NUMbER 1-2
visibly more engrossed in finishing his tiger 
ribs, than in continuing the conversation with 
me..."
Phang gets Gia Long's permission to travel around 
the realm. He meets Nguyen Du. who at that time is 
serving as a district chief. Phang writes:
Before me is a slight, young man whose face is 
creased with misery. This man is a famous and 
talented poet. 1 sense that he understands 
absolutely nothing about politics and yet he is 
an unswervingly dedicated official. His character 
is superior to other people's, yet what value 
does such character hold when real, material 
life is impoverished and luckless. He lacks even 
the most basic conveniences. He can be neither 
frivolous nor magnanimous. Spiritual life 
suffocates him. His speech is simple and 
cunning, his intuition, wonderful. Like Gia 
Long he is also a massive bulk o f material, but 
lighter, less substantial, and thus besmeared 
with thinner layers o f soot and impurities. Both 
men are priceless treasures, national entities.
Nguyen Du takes Phang to visit several areas under 
his jurisdiction. Phang writes:
Nguyen Du displays a deep sympathy for the 
people. He loves his people and is himself 
rep resen ta tive  o f  their most lyric and 
melancholy characteristics, but also o f their 
most pitiable ones. Gia Long is representative 
o f no one other than himself. Herein lies his 
glory, but also something horribly vile. The 
King perceives reality exclusively in relation to 
the perpetuation of his own existence. The King 
is aware o f his own pain. But Nguyen Du is 
numb to his pain. Nguyen Du sympathizes 
with the odd miseries o f small and isolated 
destinies but does not understand the general 
wave o f misery welling up in the nation. The 
most significant characteristics o f the country 
are its smallness and weakness. She is like a 
virgin girl raped by Chinese civilization. The 
girl concurrently enjoys, despises and is 
humiliated by the rape. Gia Long understands 
this and herein lies the bitterest sentiment 
which he and his community must endure. 
Nguyen Du does not understand this. Nguyen 
Du is the child o f this same virgin girl and the 
blood which flows through his veins is laced 
with allusions to the brutal man who raped his 
mother. Whereas Nguyen Du appears to be 
drowning in the soft muck o f life, Gia Long 
stands tall, unencumbered almost detached 
from that life. Nguyen Du's mother (the polity 
o f that time) has, through supreme restraint 
and self-control, concealed her own shame and 
anguish from her child. Only in three hundred 
more years, will we understand this seemingly 
meaningless gesture.
Nguyen Du lives a simple, country life and 
naively endures poverty with the people. He 
doesn't stand above them and possesses no 
more than they do, which shows he understands 
nothing about politics. Because his days are 
filled with unproductive activities he can only 
satisfy life's minimum requirements. His 
kindness is consequently o f a small type and is 
incapable o f saving anybody. Gia Long is 
different. He himself is terrified at his own 
audacity in resisting the flow o f nature, and in 
deceptively using his people in service to his 
own interests. He certainly makes history more 
exciting. His is the immense kindness o f a 
politician. This type o f kindness is concerned 
not only with good works for their own sake, 
but with their contribution to the King's own 
force within the community. According to 
natural laws, each element in the community 
will exist, adjust, and develop. If one strong 
force does not exist, the community will stagnate 
and decay. The Vietnamese community suffers 
from an inferiority complex. How small it is 
next to Chinese civilization, a civilization equally 
glorious, vile, and ruthless..."
Phang describes Gia Long's impression upon meeting 
Nguyen Du. Phang writes:
The King listens to me disinterestedly. It seems 
he is deaf but 1 know otherwise. He does not 
acknowledge Nguyen Du. or perhaps he simply 
considers him as one well bred horse among 
many in the herds o f horses, pigs, cows, and 
chickens which he must tend. “I already know 
this man," he informs us. “His father is Nguyen 
Nghiem. His older brother is Nguyen Khan." 1 
see that the King realizes Nguyen Du's 
helplessness in the face o f his impoverished life 
and stagnant nation. He does not believe that 
the scholarly arts can transform his race. 
Priority must be given to the material situation. 
Unproductive economic activities offer the 
people only a meagre and insecure existence.
The problem at hand is how to rise up and 
strengthen the country. This will require the 
courage to withstand a swift and disorienting 
jolt to the community's fundamental structure 
o f relationships. Decrepit Confucian practices 
and political masturbation will never result in 
pure or wholesome relations. A  time will come 
when the world-wide polity will seem like an 
exotic mixed salad, and the very concept o f 
moral purity will possess no significance."
In 1814, gold is discovered. Phangentreats Gia Long 
to give him permission to lead a band o f Europeans on a 
search for the gold. The King agrees. While Phang left no 
account o f the expedition, an anonymous Portuguese 
participant did leave a memoir. According to the 
Portuguese memoir:
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Our band included eleven men. four Portuguese, 
on D u tchm an , five  F renchm en  and a 
Vietnamese guide. Frangois Poiree leads us. 
Gia Long chooses to rely on this cruel man. We 
travel on horseback, carrying weapons and the 
kind o f panning equipment used last century 
in North America. At this stage, Frangois Poiree 
is unable to fathom the events which are about 
to unfold. For this, we ultimately pay a high 
price. Most o f us have joined the expedition out 
o f simple curiosity. We prepare enough 
provisions for one month. After snaking our 
way through the jungle, we arrive at a path. 
Here, we find the source o f a river peacefully 
lying within a deserted valley. No human shadow 
has previously passed over this place. A  raven 
circles overhead. On his map, Frangois Poiree 
names this place The Valley o f the Ravens. We 
pitch tents along the river. That first day. the 
Dutchm an su ffers a convu lsive fit. He 
progresses through several frightful seizures, 
his body grows hot like coal, his face turnsgrey. 
We suggest that someone remain behind to 
care for him, but Frangois Poiree disagrees. He 
insists that everyone dig for gold in the mountain 
and help filter the ore. Returning that evening, 
we find the Dutchman dead. Frangois Poiree 
orders his dead body thrown in the river. A 
black swarm o f ravens immediately descends 
upon the corpse...
The gold mine is like a strip mine. We are 
overcom e w ith e la tion  and fo rget our 
exhaustion. On the third day. we are attacked 
by local minority people. We cluster together in 
a defensive circle. Wielding knives and spears 
at a safe distance, the natives hurl abuse and 
shower us with stones. Their only intention is 
to expel us from the valley. Seeing the attackers, 
our Vietnamese guide disappears. Frangois 
Poiree's Vietnamese is poor. He raises aloft 
King Gia Long's royal banner, but to no effect. 
At that, we should have hastily withdrawn, but 
Frangois Poiree will not retreat. Instead he 
opens fire. A  native is hit. The rest run helter- 
skelter. We implore Frangois Poiree to let us 
turn back but he refuses to listen and forces us 
to return to work. Dazzled by gold, he has 
become blind to reason. Returning that evening, 
we see the skull o f our Vietnamese guide 
skewered on a stake posted near our camp. 
Against a red hot sky, a flock o f ravens circle 
above the jungle, savagely shrieking as they fly 
by.
In the middle o f the night, a violent fire 
erupts around our huts. Arrows soaked in 
deadly poison rain down. Five members o f our 
group are hit and die immediately. Seizing as 
much gold as possible. Frangois Poiree attempts 
to beat a bloody path o f escape. The fire grows 
unbearably hot. Before us. behind us. overhead, 
and underfoot, the entire jungle is engulfed in 
flames..."
The memoir o f the anonymous Portuguese ends here. 
I, the writer o f this short story, have already endeavored 
to search the content o f ancient texts and the memories 
o f aged men. yet I have uncovered neither documents nor 
Individuals with information on The Valley o f Ravens and 
the Europeans who entered it during Gia Long's reign. 
Over many years, all my attempts have been in vain. I 
therefore offer three conclusions to the story, so that each 
reader can select the one which he or she feels is most 
suitable.
Conclusion 1
Three members o f the expedition survive and Phang. 
with virtually the entire quantity o f unearthed gold in 
low. returns home. The expedition's success thrills the 
King. He orders an exploration o f the Valley o f Ravens and 
assigns Phang the task o f overseeing the further 
exploitation o f the mine. The two other surviving 
Europeans are also invited to participate but they refuse. 
For two years Phang overseas the work in the mine. The 
King relies exclusively on Phang and bestows many 
generous awards on him. One day. the King sends Phang 
an elaborately prepared meal called Eight Jewel bird 
stew. Alter eating it. a violent ache begins to gnaw at 
Phang's stomach. His eyes roll back in his head, blood 
pours from his mouth. He dies hunched over the dining 
table. Afterwards, the following lines are discovered in his 
diary: “All human endeavor inspired by kindness is 
painful and exacting. Genuine kindness is as rare as gold 
and ultimately it must be guaranteed with gold to have 
real value.
“We live without meaning, poor and miserable among 
makeshift theories and specious reasoning, consumed 
with ethnic and class antagonisms. How fragile and 
trifling are our lives. When, I ask, when on the face o f this 
earth, will progress appear?"
Conclusion 2
Only Phang escapes the seaoffire. With the remaining 
gold, he arrives at the house o f the district chief. Showing 
the royal banner which bears the seal o f Gia Long, Phang 
asks for protection. The district chief, an elderly Confucian 
scholar, is skilled in medicine. Phang undergoes treatment 
in this secluded district capital. Vu Thi, the young 
widowed daughter o f the district chief falls in love with 
Pang. When Phang returns to the capital. Gia Long 
bestows upon him a generous reward. The King orders 
the exploitation o f the gold mine.
In Europe at that time, the monarchy of Napoleon 
Bonaparte lay in ruins. Europe matures. It begins to 
understand that the beauty and glory o f a people are 
based neither on revolution or war. nor on ideologists or 
emperors. By grasping this, they can live more simply, 
reach their full potential, and be in greater accordance 
with nature. Phang requests Gia Long's permission to 
return with Vu Thi and a large store o f gold to his native 
land. In France, he sets up a bank and lives happily for 
manyyears. With his grandchildren, he often conjures up 
stories about the historic upheavals he witnessed in 
distant Annam. According to Phang. the period during
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which he lived in Annam marked the beginning of the 
Vietnamese nation; borders were determined, a writing 
system based on the Latin alphabet became popularized, 
the Vietnamese gradually escaped from their frightful 
imprisonment to Chinese civilization, and a general 
intercourse was established with the community of 
humanity.
Conclusion 3
All members o f the gold expedition are killed. They 
were in fact encircled and attacked not by the ethnic 
minority peoples as mistakenly reported in the memoir o f 
the anonymous Portuguese, but by dynastic troops. The 
Europeans' possessions are searched for concealed gold, 
their clothes and written records are examined. Gia Long 
appoints a person o f royal blood to oversee the exploitation 
o f the mine. Towards the end o f his life, Gia Long lives in 
his palace, seeking to avoid contact with the outside 
world. The King hates anyone who dares remind him of 
the early relations he had with Vietnamese, Chinese or 
Europeans back in the days when he was poor and 
powerless.
1973. The Vietnamese scholarship on Nguyen Du is 
o f course voluminous. A  good starting point is Phan 
Ngoc. Tim Hieu Phong Cach Nguyen Du Trong 
TruvenKieu, (Nhaxuat ban khoahocxa hoi. HaNoi. 
1985.
5Thang Long is the ancient name o f Hanoi. 
cNguyen Phuc Anh (Gia Long), with the assistance of the 
French Bishop Pigneau de Behaine, defeated theTay 
Son dynasty at the turn o f the eighteenth century 
and founded the Nguyen Dynasty. For Vietnamese 
and Western literature on Gia Long. Pigneau de 
Behaine, and the Tay Son. see the extensive bibli­
ography on the period, Uy Ban Khoa Hoc-Ky Thuat. 
So Van Hoa-Thong Tin. Thu Muc Ve Tay Son, 
Nguyen Hue. Nghia Binh Xuat Ban. 1988.
NquyEN Huy ThiEp's "V anq L ua" anc! 
t He Natu re of InteI I ec tu aL D Issent in
C O N T E M p O R A R y  ViETNAIM
Peter Zinoman. Cornell University
The Nguyen Dynasty o f King Gia Long was a great 
depraved dynasty. Please pay attention dear readers, for 
this was they dynasty which left many mausoleums.
* I would like to thank Nguyen Nguyet Cam. Tran Hanh, 
Phan Quang Minh, Trinh Thi Kim Chi. Hans Schodder 
and Birgit Hussfeld for their invaluable advice.
Notes
‘Familiar proverb: "Lua thu vang. Gian nan thu duo" (Fire 
tests gold, suffering tests virtue).
2Quach Ngoc Minh first appears in Nguyen Huy Thiep's 
“Kiem Sac," the stoiy immediately preceding “Vang 
Lua" in Nhung Ngon Gio Hua Tat (Nha xuat ban van 
hoa, Ha Noi. 1989). According to “Kiem Sac" Minh's 
forefather, the ethnically Vietnamese Dang Phu Lan, 
serves as King Gia Long's top advisor. Thiep suggests 
that Lan. fleeing the court to avoid execution, may 
have settled in the highlands where he and his family 
posed as Muong villagers, and eventually assimilated 
completely.
3 Da Bac district is located in Ha Son Binh province, 
directly southwest o f Hanoi.
4NguyenDu (1765-1820) is generally considered Vietnam's 
greatest poet and man o f letters. His epic poem o f an 
ill-fated young woman, The Tale o f Kieu is the most 
widely known piece o f Vietnamese literature, both in
Vietnam and internationally. For western language 
discussions o f Nguyen Du's life and work, see Henry 
Eric, "On the Nature o f the Kieu Story," Vietnam 
Forum 3 (Winter-Spring, 1984): 61-98: Durand. 
Maurice and Nguyen Tran Huan, Introduction a la 
Literature Vietnamienne (Paris. 1969): NhaTrang 
CongHuyenTon NuThi, TheTraditionalRoleoJWomen 
as Reflected in Oral and Written Vietnamese 
Literature, unpublished dissertation. UC-Berkeley,
There is something unusual about the depth of 
emotion vented in debates over the work o f Nguyen Huy 
Thiep. in a disapproving assessment o f Thiep's quasi- 
historical fable "Vang Lua." the historian Ta Ngoc Lien 
remarks, "While I would not go so far as to consider this 
writer sick, his are not the ideas o f a healthy and 
wholesome mind." * Summing up an equally unflattering 
analysis, the critic Do Van Khang concludes, “To consider 
the mind o f Nguyen Huy Thiep is truly creepy."* 2 34Hostility 
to Thiep's work even infects such typically uncritical 
assessments as the customarily sycophantic preface to 
his first published collection o f short stories. Instead of 
polite homage, the editors o f Nhung Ngon Gio Huatat 
offer their readers a cautionary reminder: “There are 
people who heatedly denounce Nguyen Huy Thiep, even 
condemning his literature as base."2 The ability to 
provoke such reactions, has contributed to Thiep's 
emergence, since economic and political reforms launched 
by the communist party in 1987. as one o f contemporary 
Vietnam's most influential writers and social critics.
Compounding the controversy shrouding Thiep's 
work has been the sacking o f Nguyen Ngoc. the editor-in- 
chief of Bao Van Nghe. the weekly organ o f the 
Vietnamese Writers Association. It was the outspoken 
reformist Ngoc who, by publishing Thiep's short stories in 
rapid succession beginning in 1987. gave the author a 
prestigious and high profile forum in which to present his 
work. In Hanoi, it is strongly rumored that Thiep's 
writing contributed decisively to Ngoc's deposition in
1988.4 while Thiep's previously published stories and 
plays have yet to be officially banned, journals have 
declined to print his new work since the summer of
1990.5
What accounts for the notoriety o f Thiep and his 
work? An examination o f “Vang Lua." one ofThiep's most 
controversial short stories, will suggest some answers. 
Published during 1987 in Bao Van Nghe, “Vang Lua" is 
the second tale in a trilogy covering well-known Vietnamese
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characters and events from the late eighteenth centuiy.8 
“VangLua"'s unorthodox reworking ofVietnamese history 
and implicit indictment o f contemporary political culture, 
represent the most subversive aspects ofThiep's work. 
After illuminating the dimensions of “Vang Lua"‘s assault 
on the intellectual and political establishment, this essay 
will consider how Thiep has employed certain literary 
techniques to escape censorship and to get such unusually 
confrontational works into print.
Why have Thiep’s version o f history generated so 
much controversy? One reason is that the party has 
always found a tradition  o f “national heroism " 
instrumental in rallying patriotic support for its policies. 
Since 1954, historical accounts produced under Hanoi’s 
auspices have concentrated on pigeon-holing the great 
men and women ofVietnamese history, classifying them 
accord ing to the predom inance o f their a lleged 
"revolutionary" or “reactionary" tendencies. Popular 
representations o f “heroes" and “villains" in films, plays, 
novels, museums, monuments, and school textbooks 
have familiarized the public with the official standing o f 
historical figures. Reinterpretations o f historical figures, 
usually follow loosely related shifts in contemporary 
politics. For example, historians followed the reformist 
policies (doi moi) initiated in 1986. with renewed research 
on famous pre-colonial "reformers" such as Ho Quy Ly 
and Nguyen Truong To. History, in other words, is an 
intensely politicized discourse.
A  trademark ofThiep's historical fiction is the way his 
depictions o f well-known figures vio la te  o ffic ia l 
assessments. In the story “Chastity," Thiep takes aim at 
the pristine reputation o f the 18th century peasant rebel 
leader and insurgent King Quang Trung, depicting this 
most sacred o f party heroes as a brutal, sexually depraved 
despot. In the play Love Remains, Thiep dresses the 
non-communist nationalist patriot Nguyen Thai Hoc of 
the 1920s in the heroic rhetoric o f a revolutionary martyr, 
a role usually reserved for deceased founding members of 
the communist party.7 In “Nguyen Thi Lo." Thiep 
humanizes the 15th century strategist and super-patriot 
Nguyen Trai.8
Likewise, much of “VangLua"'s notoriety stems from 
the contentious portraits it paints o f the "villainous" 
founder o f the “feudal" Nguyen dynasty. King Gia Long. 
In conventional accounts. Gia Long is vilified for allying 
with the Siamese and Chinese and relying too heavily on 
European troops and advisors. As the architect o f the 
dynasty which suppressed hundreds o f peasant 
rebellions® and presided over the loss o f the country to 
the French, Gia Long has always been implicated in 
Vietnam's failed response to the 19th century colonial 
threat. According to a standardized eighth grade history 
textbook:
Gia Long brought Siamese troops to invade Gia 
Dinh (southern Vietnam). He set up a powerful 
military affairs office, opened wide the territory 
to occupying troops, provided assistance to 
French  cap ita lis ts , and w aited  for an 
opportunity to recover the dominant position of 
his family.
While “VangLua" reserves its most scathing invective 
for the much maligned King, its overall picture o f Gia 
Long is complex and nuanced. While scheming and self- 
interested. Thiep’s Gia Long is keenly self-aware, attuned 
to the hypocrisy and immoral implications o f political life. 
This awareness gives him a status more tragic than evil. 
Moreover. Thiep’s wry aside that Gia Long, "certainly 
makes histoiy more exciting," and his allusion to the King 
as “a national treasure" suggests a degree o f admiration 
for his admittedly roguish accomplishments.
Despite the fact that Thiep's portrait o f Gia Long 
highlights numerous blemishes, critics nevertheless object 
to his characterization o f the King as a charismatic and 
influential figure on the Vietnamese historical landscape. 
Reviewing the story in Bao VanNghe. one historian writes:
Our conception up to now has been that Gia 
Long is a historical villain because he relied on 
the French to defeat the Tay Son Dynasty. He 
“invited the snake to guard his own hen house."
It may be true that Gia Long needs to be more 
objectively and scientifically evaluated. However 
regardless o f the reevaluation, it is certain that 
no one could ever consider Gia Long as a 
"priceless entity" or “national treasure."11
Thiep's depiction o f Nguyen Du. Vietnam’s most 
acc la im ed  cu ltu ra l “h ero ." as a pa th etica lly  
underemployed, mournful, and impoverished petty 
bureaucrat who is neglected and scorned by the state has 
proved equally controversial. More unpopular still, is the 
story’s metaphorical explanation ofNguyen Du's ancestry.
[Viet Nam] is like a virgin girl raped by Chinese 
civilization. The girl concurrently enjoys, 
despises and is humiliated by the rape... Nguyen 
Du is the child o f this same virgin girl and the 
blood which flows through his veins contains 
allusions to the brutal man who raped his 
mother..."
Since at least the beginning of the twentieth century, 
intellectuals concerned with asserting and defining a 
unique Vietnamese identity have grappled with the 
meaning o f their country’s long and complicated 
relationship with China. For example, many Vietnamese 
scholars have felt compelled to defensively explain why 
Nguyen Du’s greatest work and the generally recognized 
masterwork ofVietnamese literature, The Tale o/Kieu, 
is based on a seventeenth century Chinese prose novel. 
After the outbreak of Sino-Vietnamese hostilities in 1979, 
the degree o f Chinese influence in Vietnamese culture 
became even more politically sensitive. Scholars were 
encouraged to downplay the significance o f Chinese 
factors and in cases where Chinese influence could not be 
ignored or denied, it was important to depict the process 
o f cultural transmission as one in which the Vietnamese, 
rather than appearing as passive recipients, were actively 
and independently initiating the exchange.12
Just as “Van Lua" undermines the conventional 
understanding o f Vietnam's relationship with China, it 
also offers what many consider a heretical perspective on
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the nature of Vietnamese national identity. Through 
decades o f war against larger, richer, and more 
technologically advanced adversaries, the communist 
party has fostered a national identity which highlights 
qualities such as cunning, resourcefulness and spiritual 
strength. Consequently, critics have object to "Vang 
Lua"'s emphasis on national poverty, misery and shame. 
Lines such as. "The Vietnamese community suffers from 
an inferiority complex. How small it is next to Chinese 
civilization..." have provoked knee-jerk reassertions of 
official definitions of what it means to be a Vietnamese.
We cannot agree with Nguyen Huy Thiep that 
the most prominent characteristics of Vietnam 
are its smallness and weakness and that 
Vietnamese suffer from an inferiority complex 
because of their proximity to the great Chinese 
civilization. Compared with China, our country 
is small. But it must be understood, that 
although small we are not weak. Are not our 
defeats of the T  ang. Mongols. Ming, and Ch'ing 
in the 11th, 13th. 15th, and 18th centuries 
proof enough of our strength. That we escaped 
the dangers ofassimilation during one thousand 
years of Chinese domination, is evidence of our 
fierce resolve, of the resilience of the Vietnamese 
national community, and of our proud and 
self-assertive civilization. ^
But "Vang Lua"'s heresies concerning history and 
cultural identity seems mild compared to the story's 
thinly veiled attack on contemporary political culture. 
Observant critics have speculated that Thiep's "decision 
to write about Gia Long. Nguyen Du and the Nguyen does 
not necessarily reflect an intention to reevaluate that 
particular historical period.” 14 If this is true, why does 
Thiep choose this era? It is instructive that the two eras 
treated inThiep's historical fiction, the mid 15th ("Nguyen 
Thi Lo") and late 18th ("Kiem Sac. "Vang Lua," "Pham 
Tiet") centuries, are both periods, like the contemporary 
one. which witnessed the erection and consolidation of 
new political regimes. Such a connection encourages 
readers to see Thiep's characters and their predicaments 
as metaphors for their contemporary equivalents. 
According to such a reading. Thiep's impoverished and 
ineffectual Nguyen Du suggests the general 
marginalization of artists and intellectuals by the modem 
political process. Based on the depiction of Gia Long, 
politicians come off as cruel, duplicitous, anti-intellectual, 
hypocritical, self-absorbed, and ego-maniacal. And their 
pathological fear of social change prevents them from 
undertaking the reforms necessary to improve society.
Thiep draws further connections between his 
creations and the contemporary political scene by using 
double-edged and anachronistic language. A single 
sentence from Conclusion 2 is exemplary: “It [Europe] 
begins to understand that the beauty and glory of a 
people are based neither on war or revolution nor on 
ideologists or emperors." Vietnamese who have lived 
under the Hanoi regime will immediately recognize that 
the phrase “beauty and glory of a people" (ve dep va vinh
quang mot dan toe) comes directly from a familiar style of 
official rhetoric typically found in communist party 
speeches, campaigns or slogans. The insertion of the 
stylized language of the modem state into this early 19th 
century scene will have an effect on the reader analogous 
to that produced if a temperance advocate in a film on 
American prohibition, earnestly urged a bootlegger to 
"just say no." The focus, in other words, will be immediately 
reoriented to the present day. After redirecting our 
attention to the modern state, the sentence rejects 
revolution, war ideology and leadership as valid criteria 
for assessing “g lory." Lacking real economic 
accomplishment, the party traditionally points to 
successes in these four areas to justify its exclusive 
monopoly over power. Thus while the form of the 
sentence openly mocks the state’s sloganeering rhetoric, 
the content bluntly assails its grounds for political 
legitimacy.
The story's concluding passage uses the two meanings 
encoded in a single word to expand a critique of the 19th 
century Vietnamese political regime into an indictment of 
the present one. In its original Vietnamese, the passage 
reads:
Trieu Nguyen cua Vua Gia Long lap ra la mot 
trieu dai te hai. Chi xin luu y ban doc day la 
trieu dai de lai nhieu lang.
(The Nguyen Dynasty set up by King Gia Long 
was a great depraved dynasty. Please pay 
attention dear readers, for this was the dynasty 
that left many mausoleums/royal lombs..)
In Vietnamese, the word lang has two distinct 
meanings. It can denote a royal tomb such as the dozen 
odd royal tombs built by Nguyen monarchs which today 
dot the landscape surrounding Hue. the old royal capital. 
Or lang can mean mausoleum, in the specific sense o f the 
somberarchitectural monuments which house the corpses 
of Lenin. Mao. and Ho Chi Minh. While the preceding 
sentence signifies that the lang being referred to is of the 
nineteenth century variety, the word's modern 
connotation, and thus the sentence's implicit attack on 
modern "depraved" lang builders cannot be avoided.
How has Thiep gotten away with such direct criticism? 
Although the level of intellectual freedom in Vietnam has 
improved since 1986, artistic works are still banned for 
political content, outspoken independent-minded 
newspapers are periodically closed and writers are 
frequently harassed and occasionally jailed for what they 
publish. What then accounts for the uncensored 
publication of a work as explicitly subversive as "Vang 
Lua"?
Part of the reason stems from the way Thiep uses 
shifting narrative voices to blur the origins of some of the 
story’s more controversial themes. “Vang Lua" contains 
three distinct first person narrators, the French adventurer 
Phang, an anonymous Portuguese, and a writer. Many of 
the story's most contentious passages, including the 
descriptions o f Gia Long and Nguyen Du. the rape 
metaphor o f Sino-Vietnamese relations, and the
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discussion ofVietnam's inferiority complex are presented 
as quotes culled directly from Phang’s diary. Critics 
attacking the objectionable content o f some o f these 
isolated passages have themselves been scolded for 
carelessly attributing ideas toThiep which in his story are 
clearly presented as the opinions o f a nineteenth century 
Frenchman. The writer's supporters contend that these 
critics must quarrel with Phang, not Thiep.
How seriously, on the other hand, should the reader 
take Phang and his observations? Part o f the impact o f 
the Portuguese account, in which Phang is depicted as a 
cruel and obsessive madman, is to actually subvert the 
authority o f Phang’s preceding narrative. What once 
appeared as a radical critique o f Vietnamese history and 
politics can now be dismissed as the ravings o f an 
unreliable lunatic. The opening passage, in which the 
putative author receives but then "amends" and 
“reorganizes" a Muong villager's “ancient documents" on 
which this story is eventually based, further compounds 
the confusion about who bears responsibility for ideas 
found in the text. Such confusion naturally makes it 
easier for the writer to deflect politically inspired criticism.
Vang Lua"'s use o f multiple endings, like its use 
o f multiple narrative voices can also be considered a 
technique of authorial self-defense. The endings contain 
potentially ob jectionable critiques o f V ietnam ese 
xenophobia (Conclusion 1), some dubiously accurate 
musing on the significance o f the 19th century in the 
development o f the modem Vietnamese nation (Conclusion 
2), and a quasi-existentialist assertion o f the misery and 
emptiness o f life (Conclusion 3). According to the story, 
the writer provides three endings “so that each reader can 
select the one which he or she feels is most suitable." 
Naturally one effect o f this technique is to subtly implicate 
the reader with the content o f the ending that they 
choose. Critics o f one ending can be casually invited to 
select a different one.
On another level, “Vang Lua"'s multiple endings, 
shifting points o f view and persistent attempts to ground 
its narrative in enigmatic diaries, memoirs and ancient 
documents suggests more than simply a shrewd maneuver 
to elude the censors. It's significant that just as the 
Portuguese account discredits the validity o f Phang's 
preceding observations, theopeningofConclusion 3 does 
like damage to the reliability o f the Portuguese account. 
Does this attack on Phang's attacker restore Phang's 
credibility? The reader is left to ponder. Such calculated 
uncertainty, however, seems to reflect an almost 
postmodern attempt to subvert a mode o f “truth" 
production in which a single source o f authority 
determines both the terms and acceptable outcomes of 
public discourse.
“Vang Lua"'s form self-consciously questions the 
authority o f its own content, and it is perhaps such 
irreverent questioning o f authority which has made 
contemporary Viet Nam's "truth" producers pay serious 
attention to the story and its author.
Peter Zinoman. 607-277-6976. has recently relumed 
from 18 months teaching English in Ha Noi.
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C Iass R e Ia t Ions in t He ViET CoivuviuNiTy of To lEdo, Ohio
William M. Leons, University o f Toledo
Kim-Anh Nguyen, Department o f Human Services, Lucas County, OH*
Introduction
There are several thousand Viet refugees living in the state o f Ohio, this number represents but a small part of 
the more than 500,000 (Freeman 1989:8) in the United States as a whole. As is the case in the rest o f the country, Ohio's 
Viet population is overwhelmingly urban as it was in Viet Nam.
Toledo's Viet community is made up o f 258 individuals living in some 70 households. This small community is 
far from homogeneous in terms o f social class and striking differences in achievement, values and life-style are evident. 
Social class is not only a good guide to status in the local community, and to various measures o f economic and 
education achievement, but also plays an important role in predicting involvement in social networks which have 
developed over the past decade.
Much o f the literature dealing with Viets in the United States focuses on large scale communities and ahistorical 
survey methodology is generally employed. The emphases on cities with large Viet populations means that the sorts 
o f changes occurring in centers with small populations are overlooked. The lack o f historical sensitivity in much o f the 
research means that the potential for evolutionary variation inherent in Viet culture is not recognized. Much o f the 
data contained in this paper was obtained from a survey conducted during the Spring o f 1989, among Viet refugees 
living in Toledo, Ohio. A  questionnaire was administered in Viet to one adult member o f each of the community’s 
households. Most o f those interviewed were either heads of households or their spouses. In several cases adults living 
alone were interviewed. In addition a great deal o f information concerning patron-client relations, social networks, and 
changing attitudes relevant to social class was obtained through participant-observation and interviews carried out 
from 1988 to 1990.
The main focus o f this paper is the continuities o f and innovations in social class relations in Toledo's Viet 
community. Factors explaining the changes and continuities in class relation will be discussed with reference to 
important internal as well as external cultural and structural phenomena.
Social Class in Viet Nam and Toledo, Ohio
Vietnam's system of social stratification in the second half o f the twentieth century is difficult to delineate due to 
dramatic changes resulting from the prolonged struggle for independence from French colonial rule and the Viet Nam 
War which followed. The division of Viet Nam into two parts for a generation also had important implications for 
differential change in social stratification. Most o f the available literature dealing with Vietnam's political and economic 
life focuses on the countryside thus limiting our understanding o f urban level phenomena. This is particularly 
problematic since virtually all o f the refugees in Toledo have an urban background. The sole sociological study of a 
Viet urban center is the study by Hoskins (1965) o f a poor Saigon neighborhood.
Not all o f the categories o f the class system which existed in South Viet Nam during the 1960s and 1970s are still 
relevant in contemporary Toledo and in addition important changes in content and structure have occurred. The 
categories o f class utilized in this paper are those used by the Viet in Toledo and reflect the urban background of this 
population. This scheme, with one important correction, closely parallels that pul forth by Shinn (1989:105-112). Our 
informants insisted on the addition of a class o f "poor people," who lived in the major urban centers, to the scheme 
proposed by Shinn. We have named this class the Urban Poor and it is below the traditional Lower Class in status.
In order to determine class membership o f specific households each interviewee was asked to self-assess the status 
of the household o f which he/she had been a member both in Viet Nam and in Toledo at the present time. Interviews 
showed that informants utilized occupation and level o f education as the primary criteria for class placement. 
Employment with large corporations or in government is preferred since these transfer great prestige to the employee.
Table 1 indicates the class positions occupied by Toledo's Viet refugees when they were living in Viet Nam. It is 
evident that more than three-fourths o f the households (87.1%) belonged to the Middle and Lower classes. A much 
smaller number (10.0 %) belonged to the urban Poor Class. Only one household belonged to the Upper Class and one 
other family belonged to the Peasant Class.
Table 1
Social Class Membership in Viet Nam of Toledo's Viet Population
Class # %
Upper 1 1.4
Middle 22 31.4
Lower 39 55.7
Urban Poor 7 10.0
Peasant 1 1.4
Totals 70 99.9
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In order to clarify the meaning o f social class in the Viet community we will delineate an outline o f both its contents 
and structure as it existed in Viet Nam and as it exists in Toledo at the present time.
1. The Upper Class (Thuong-Luu)
In Viet Nam top government officials, religious leaders, high ranking members o f the armed forces, bankers and 
bigbusinessmen. particularly those involved in the import/export business, were members o f this class. In Toledo only 
one household claims this background, but since arriving in the United States has been unable to maintain this 
position and become part o f the Middle Class. Several local households maintain contacts with Upper Class political 
and business leaders in New York and California and Buddhist religious leaders in Paris. France.
2. The Middle Class (Trung-Luu)
In Viet Nam this class was made up of educated professionals: doctors, priests, monks, engineers, writers, civil 
servants and teachers. Locally this class is comprised o f medical doctors, engineers, civil servants, business 
entrepreneurs and a number o f college students. This class constitutes the apex o f the community’s social structure. 
It has roughly the same number o f households as belonged to it in Viet Nam. although there has been considerable 
change in membership as a result o f social mobility.
Downward mobility has been experienced by several teachers, writers and civil servants since these have been 
unable to find comparable employment in Toledo. At the same time, the Middle Class has been expanded through the 
addition of several households o f upwardly mobile business entrepreneurs and college students. The latter are either 
heads o f households or are living independent o f low status close relatives and have gained membership in this class 
in anticipation o f their Middle Class status in the not-too-distant future.
3. The Lower Class (Ha-Luu)
Vietnam’s industrial working class was minuscule and this category was largely made up o f people working in the 
service sector o f the economy as bus and cab drivers, petty tradespeople and some who were involved in the 
entertainment industry catering to Americans. During the Viet Nam War era this class grew as a result o f the profound 
changes introduced in the country’s economy and the movement o f people from the countryside into the cities. Many 
members o f this class thrived during the war years and approximately one-third constituted a category o f “lumpen 
proletariat." a stigmatized rank within this class.
At present most members o f this class are employed as semi-skilled and unskilled factory workers and service 
industry workers. Between those engaged in the relatively well paid manufacturing sector and those in the service 
sector, internal differentiation has come to be increasingly important. This distinction is demonstrated through the 
ownership o f homes and automobiles and reluctance on the part o f the factory workers to permit their children to court 
those in the service sector. This category remains the single largest class in Toledo's Viet communityjust as it was in 
its country o f origin. In the larger American society, o f which the Viet refugees are o f course a part, most members o f 
this class are recognized as Working Class although some o f the skilled workers, in part due to suburban residence, 
are increasingly perceived as belonging to the Middle Class.
4. The Urban Poor (Ngheo-Nan)
In Vietnam's cities these were the street peddlers, war widows, crippled veterans, common soldiers, the 
unemployed and underemployed who lived a hand-to-mouth existence in a country lacking any institutionalized 
means o f caring for the poor. This class has grown dramatically in recent years as a result o f immigration and also 
through the addition o f downwardly mobile households. In this class most households receive welfare benefits. Some 
individuals hold menial jobs, and others are involved in the underground economy, in order to improve the conditions 
while others have become part o f an expanding underclass found in all American cities.
5. Peasants (Nong Dan)
In Viet Nam at least three sub-classes of framers and fishermen were recognized, with differential access to land, 
labor, education, and political office. Although approximately one third o f the heads o f household in our community 
were born in the countryside, with one exception all had been urban dwellers for at least a decade before coming to 
the United States and were not classified as peasants. The sole exception referred to is a fisherman and his family 
which, having opened a small restaurant, is now recognized as a member o f the Lower Class.
Continuity and Change in Stratification
The following discussion focuses on some of the dynamic changes which the class system of Toledo's Viet 
community has been involved in over the past fifteen years. Table 2 shows some interesting differences in social class 
background when we compare the two great waves o f Viet immigrants into Toledo. The first wave occurred in 1975. 
the second began in 1978 when the so-called “boat people” began their exodus from Viet Nam and which continues 
to the present time.
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Table 2
Class Membership in Viet Nam by Wave of Arrivals
Class
1975-
#
1977
%
1978-
#
1989
%
Upper 1 2.9 0 —
Middle 11 32.3 9 25.0
Lower 19 55.9 14 38.9
Urban Poor 3 8.9 12 33.3
Peasant — — 1 2.8
Totals 34 100.0 36 100.0
As has been found to be the ease for Southeast Asian refugees in general (Caplan. Whitmore and Bui 1989: 
Zaharlick and Brainard 1987) those individuals currently living in Toledo who arrived in 1975 were economically 
better-off, better educated (most had some English language skills) and with more readily marketable job skills than 
those arriving after 1978. These differences are o f course correlates o f social class position in the country o f origin.
Table 2 indicates differences in social class between households arriving between 1975 to 1977 and the more recent 
arrivals. O f those arriving in the first wave some 35.2 percent belonged to either the Upper or Middle Class as opposed 
to only 25.0 percent o f those who arrived after 1978. At the same time only 8.9 percent o f the earlier arrivals belonged 
to either the Urban Poor or Peasant classes while o f those arriving after 1978 some 36.1 percent were members o f these 
traditional low status categories. This difference is even greater if we take into account emigration from Toledo to other 
parts o f the countiy in the past decade.
These differences in class membership between first and second wave refugees are due to several factors. In the 
first wave were many Middle Class and Lower Class individuals with business or military connections to the Americans 
in Viet Nam and several had been employees o f the United States government. Individuals with ties to the Americans 
who did not leave Viet Nam in 1975 often wound up in re-education camps or found it very difficult to leave the country 
after the new government had established control o f the country. The second wave was made up o f individuals who 
were less well socially connected, many o f Chinese ethnic background, who left the country because of poor economic 
conditions and/or recriminations against them for involvement with the previous regime or whose loyalty was 
questioned by the new government.
These first arrivals had, for the first year or two in the United States, no knowledge o f the welfare system and some, 
with Middle Class values, refused to benefit from it even when they learned about programs they qualified for. Also, 
most o f these refugees were sponsored by churches and Middle Class Americans who discouraged their charges from 
becoming welfare clients and insisted on helping them find work, often at minimum wage.
O f those who arrived in Toledo after 1978 most had little formal education, had little or no English at their command 
and lacked readily marketable job skills. These Second Wave refugees were advised by some o f their already established 
compatriots to take full advantage o f the existent governmental welfare and educational programs. The more recent 
refugees have also generally not been sponsored by local churches or private Americans and consequently have been 
less strongly encouraged to achieve economic independence. This has contributed to some becoming permanent 
welfare clients but also enabled a number o f younger individuals to attend the local University. Most in a a very short 
time have become very sophisticated users o f the various governmental aid programs for which they are eligible. Many 
of these programs were initially administered by a local CETA office and are at present handled by Catholic Social 
Services where for the past ten years a Viet Social Worker has been employed. These agencies helped the new arrivals 
to deal with problems in language skills and employment and introducing those eligible to welfare benefits, food 
stamps, public housing, and federally supported college loans and grants. Table 3 indicates that the class system of 
the local Viet community has become much simplified as the top (Upper Class) and bottom (Peasants) are no longer 
represented. The two households o f the Upper Class and Peasant Class have changed their position since arriving in 
the United States. The former Upper Class household is by choice socially very isolated and interacts almost exclusively 
with similarly placed families in other parts o f the country. The sole Peasant household has become a respected and 
well-integrated member o f the Lower Class. Except for the fact that the Viet community lacks an Upper Class its class 
structure superficially resembles that found in any contemporary American city. However, Viet emphases on “heritage" 
and the importance placed on subtle differences in occupation are important factors in the definition o f class position 
within the local community.
It is quite clear that at present the traditional Lower Class is involved in a process o f internal differentiation based 
on occupation. Those members o f the Lower Class who are factory workers are referred to as Man ual Workers or Factory 
Workers (Lao Dong) while those who in Viet Nam worked in the entertainment sector and are currently service sector 
workers are assigned lower status (Ha-Cap). Most members o f the latter rank within the Lower Class are the former 
“lumpen proletariat" referred to above.
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Table 3
Class of Viets in Toledo, 1990
Class # %
Upper — —
Middle 21 30.0
Lower 34 48.5
Urban Poor 15 21.4
Peasant — —
Totals 70 99.9
As indicated above, the class o f Viet refugees classified as Urban Poor has significantly expanded in the United 
States. This growth is attributable to the downward mobility o f some households as well as the class background of 
some recent immigrants. Some o f those downwardly mobile are too old to enter the job market, others with a poor 
command o f the English language, or unsuitable job skills are having a difficult time finding work. Some are taken 
with the idea o f obtaining GED’s and even college degrees. A  few members o f this class suffer psychological and social 
problems which appear to be the result o f cultural dislocation and loss o f status in their new lives.
The vast majority o f these households are either Welfare or Social Security recipients. There is some evidence that 
a “culture o f poverty" is developing in this class. Those who have been welfare recipients for a number o f years, and 
are likely to remain so. are referred to as An Bam Xa-Hoi. This is a derogatory term referring to those who are too lazy 
to perform manual work, unwilling to study and are satisfied to only live from public assistance. This small group is 
very much looked down upon by the community and are seen as people without shame.
The size o f the local Middle Class is from an American perspective somewhat distorted because its number is 
inflated by eight households made up o f veiy  poor University students. Although poor in economic terms, they are 
classified as belonging to the Middle Class because o f the prestige traditionally accorded students and the anticipation 
they will in a couple o f years all find employment as engineers, doctors and computer scientists.
Not only have the number, the relative size and internal structure o f each o f the three social classes present in 
the community changed significantly over the past years, there has also been considerable upward and downward 
mobility. Somewhat more than one half o f all the households have maintained the same social class position they 
occupied in Viet Nam. Table 4 indicates a significant amount (41.4%) o f upward and downward mobility.
Table 4
Mobility Patterns of Viets in Toledo, 1990
Class Position # %
Same 41 58.6
Downward 19 27.1
Upward 10 14.3
Totals 70 100.0
The downwardly mobile includes the elderly, those who arrived in the United States with a low level o f formal 
education and persons with a poor command o f the English language or without job skills for which there is a market. 
In contrast the upwardly mobile are those who came here at a young age and profited from governmental subsidies, 
loans and grants to acquire college degrees and secure prestigious forms o f employment.
Since the possession o f a diploma from an American university is seen by most as the key to economic success 
and prestige in the local community, college enrollments are a useful indicator o f future changes in the class structure 
ofToledo's Viet community. At present, as was the case in Viet Nam. all holders o f college degrees are members of the 
Middle Class. In an impressive 85.0% o f all Middle Class households one or two members hold bachelor and graduate 
degrees. Presently, o f the thirteen Middle and Lower Class households with children over 18 years o f age all are 
attending college. However, in the Urban Poor Class, which has five households with children over 18 years o f age, only 
three (60.0%) o f the children are attending college. This percentage is still considerably above the State o f Ohio's as 
well as the national average. The very high overall per percentage (88.9%) o f households with children over the age of 
18 attending college is most impressive and suggests and increasing growth in the size of the Middle Class in the near 
future.
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The Patron-Client System
The present moribund stale o f what in the late 1970s and early 1980s was a pervasive patron-client system 
provides us with some revealing insights into some basic changes which have affected local class relations. A local Viet 
entrepreneur. Mr. A., played an important role as broker in the patron-client system from 1976 to 1982. when he 
abandoned this position for basically two reasons. First, the increasing reliance on various public welfare programs— 
now mediated through the local Catholic Social Services office—by arrivals since 1980 meant a decreasing opportunity 
for him to play the role o f broker. Secondly, as Mr. A's business grew, he became less reliant on the local Viet community 
and he came to perceive his expected obligations as increasingly onerous.
Many members o f the community, particularly those in the Lower Class, are quite bitter at Mr. A. They see him 
as having profited from his position as broker for a number of years and criticize him for abandoning this role when 
his economic and political interests changed. One informant succinctly put it “he squeezed the lemon and threw it 
away." The community's decreasing reliance on a broker may be seen as evidence o f the improvement in the economic 
condition o f most local refugees and the increasing access o f those less successful to governmental welfare and 
educational institutions.
The demise o f Mr. A's patron-client network is an example o f what transpires when alternative horizontal 
institutions (i.e. governmental agencies) become available to those formerly involved in more personal vertical patron- 
client ties. The general trend is for cultural brokers to loose their influence and cease being mediators as those 
horizontal links are created. Sydel Silverman has pointed out that the patron-client system is “a form which regularly 
gives way as the process o f integration of the total society advances" (1965:188). Although Silverman is specifically 
addressing the issue o f nation-state development this idea may be extended to include the changes which occur as 
refugees are increasingly incorporated into already well-established states.
Conclusions
The class system of Toledo's Viet community has in less than one generation come to resemble the one which 
prevails in the larger American society. Neither Vietnam's traditional Upper Class nor its Peasant class are part o f this 
changing system of social stratification. Over the past fifteen years the local Viet community has been marked by 
considerable social class mobility. Some were able to take advantage o f the new situation they found themselves in 
and move up in class standing, while others were less successful. Some of the reasons for varying degrees of success 
were discussed.
Important changes have also taken place in the relationship between the various social classes within the Viet 
community and their place in American society. During the late 1970s and early 1980s internal class relationships 
were maintained through the operation of the traditional patron-client network while a Viet cultural broker mediated 
between the Viet and American communities. However, as a result o f external institutional changes this system 
decreased in importance after 1982. Some o f those in the Urban Poor Class and Lower Class feel betrayed by the 
traditional broker's unwillingness to continue his customary role. There is some evidence that at present petty patrons 
are developing within the Lower Class as these seek to attract a number o f clients in the Urban Poor Class.
Toledo's Viet community remains characterized by a great concern with status, but now lacks the traditional 
institutions which enforced respect and obedience on the part o f the lower ranking members o f society towards the 
"big faces" in the Middle Class. At present many in the Lower and Urban Poor classes are embittered and angry 
resenting the successes o f others while some remembering their past status now feel profoundly affected by their 
inability to cope in their new country. As the small Viet community becomes daily more incorporated into the lager 
more egalitarian American society old resentments are given verbal expression and new status claims are made by 
those who are upwardly mobile. Some o f the resentment against traditional authority figures is expressed by members 
o f the Lower Class and Urban Poor Class when they do not participate in community festivities nor present the “big 
faces" with the traditional Chinese New Year gifts, as was customary until the early 1980s.
At present it is not uncommon to hear Lower Class individuals, particularly upwardly mobile factoiy workers, 
expressing resentment concerning an impoverished Middle Class person's status claims with the comment. "Here in 
America it's you and you." This means that the personal pronoun that would indicate respect to one's superior need 
not be used and the claim to traditionally based superior status is effectively denied. Another common expression in 
the Lower Class, which much annoys members o f the Middle Class is the statement, “We are all equal here." Also, when 
a Lower Class individual is criticized by a Middle Class person for displaying such symbols o f economic success as 
a large automobile or a new house in the suburbs, a common retort is. “Well, it’s a free market here."
The stratification system, and associated patterns of behavior and values, which the Viet carried with them to these 
shores were themselves much affected by the thirty years o f war against the French and Americans. As the prestige 
system has become increasingly linked to economic success—some of which may now be obtained without the 
traditional college diploma—members o f the Lower Class have become encouraged to make claims to equal or greater 
status than some less successful members of the Middle Class. It is these older individuals in the Middle Class, as well 
as some who have sunk into the Poor Class, who most often complain that the world has turned upside down and that 
the lower classes no longer pay them the respect due them.
Most o f the Viets in Toledo are incorporating themselves into the American Lower Class and Middle Class and a 
few into the Underclass. These changes are occurring both structurally and in terms o f values and behavioral patterns
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of the people involved. In refugee communities as small as the Viet community in Toledo. Ohio maintaining a distinct 
society and culture in the absence of a pervasive ideology o f uniqueness or a perceived external threat is problematic.
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crossfire of a disillusioning conflict, Balaban became an active participant who treated the injuries of innc nnt 
civilians. Later, to salvage some meaning from such suffering, he travelled the countryside to collect the er banting 
oral poetry of the Vietnamese peasants. Sharing an unprecedented intimacy with the land's culture, language and 
people, Balaban's extraordinary memoir is an invaluable addition to the literature of the Vietnam War.
John Balaban's writing has received a National Book Award Nomination, the Lamont Prize, and selection >y ‘lie 
National Poetry Series. He is a Professor of English and Director of the M.F.A. program at Penn State University.
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P o e t r y  by JuliA Ross
The Castle of Shariat *
This is the Castle o f Shariat—
Where the manifestation o f that Light 
Has solidified into an imposing husk.
Impenetrable, unassailable, respectable, dead.
The magic is gone.
There is no light behind the costly, stained-glass windows. 
But in this castle one can earn a good wage 
Selling the mismatched teeth and broken bones 
That no longer fit together 
Into anything resembling a living man.
We juggle relics here.
Trying to fathom outmoded words, obsolescent concepts, 
Whose meaning has gone as the Oceans receded. 
Leaving only the rubbish o f barren ideas 
And the slime o f dogmatic emotions.
But we have certificates o f propriety here.
And we collect our paychecks on time.
For real love, one is paid nothing.
This is the Castle o f Shariat—
The crystallization o f layers o f history
Frosting over the moment in time
When the Eternal Word was spoken
"... And there was silence in heaven for about halfan hour."
We excavate the debris o f civilization
And call it learning.
But the depth o f our ignorance is glacial.
Darkness and the unknown are our bread and wine. 
And we eat well, huddled in groups by the cold hearth. 
Singing hymns.
Telling ourselves that we will remake the world
By feeding the hungry
So that we may show them the Truth.
But only the body is nourished here.
And the only god truly worshipped 
Is the god o f food.
For real truth, one must live by the light within.
This is the castle o f Shariat—
The calcined excrescence from the foam 
O f one Great Wave
That swept onto these shores from the Ocean.
Crashing into consciousness 
With a chaotic, revolutionary Order,
Unthinkable possibilities.
Wild imaginings, dreams and portents,
And the Knowledge o f experience 
Not sanctioned by the authorities.
That Wave saved those who would be saved then 
And left this encrusted anchor o f history 
For those who would be saved Someday.
But for us who await the new Great Wave,
There is only the Silence o f its approach.
As we learn to let go o f the safely real 
To be dragged out to drown in the Ocean.
•Note: Shariat is a Sufi term meaning conformity to 
established codes, rituals, and ceremonies. Tariquat is
the opposite, the inner path, the path o f the Sufi and all 
esoteric mystical paths, especially the path o f love.
Julia Ross, 683 So. Nardo. #D-5. Solaria Beach, CA 92075, 
619-792-0949.
P o e t r y  By IMAqqiE JAffE
Custer’s Last Laugh
[for Leonard Peltier)
Dateline: Cheyenne, Montana. July 4, 1988. 
According to the Los Angeles Times 
Indian activists 
misspelled
key words in their own 
commemorative plaque 
for warriors who fought 
The Battle o f Little Big Horn.
Wedded to grammar while 
committed to historical amnesia, 
the Times reports (page 24) 
the plaque's misspelling o f “Cavalry" 
so that it reads "Calvary."
There are other technical 
errors as well...
The Times won't divulge how 
Custer and the 7th Cavalry 
searched and destroyed their elderly 
pacified their women and children 
terminated their horses 
wasted their buffalo to starve them.
“Language is the perfect instrument o f Empire."^
Ascetic Revolutionary
gaunt, humorless, laconic.
Will pick your pocket 
for the revolution.
Leaflets the funky movie 
house on the eve o f war.
January 15. 1991.
The flick is Berkeley in the Sixties.
Like prisoners o f war 
from the last 20 years o f yuppie 
bullshit, we're shown photos from his 
revolutionary outpost in Peru.
Contact with Sendero Luminoso?2 i ask. 
Yeah, he says, it's wild.
And 1 know that he's lying.
The system sticks in his throat 
like a jammed M-16 
or your stolen credit card 
or a “smart" bomb 
graffitied with “Daffy Duck 
was Here!"
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Maria Callas
Dark eyed, bird-like 
she made herself 
svelte.
Her crystal voice 
needed constant honing. 
Audiences loved how 
she suffered for Art.
She loved a billionaire
who instead married Jackie K.
For publicity? for kinky sex?
In Pasolini's Medea,
her last performance
she wouldn't sing
but she's riveting
as the beautiful, tragic
infanticide.
Pharmaceuticals and 
booze destroyed her voice.
She died in Paris alone.
Well, her maid was with her.
Paul Robeson
heart's darkness.
We do know he didn't see
the practical
policy o f colonization.
Sixty years later Lumumba's 
life cut short by Belgian 
mercenaries and the CIA.
Where did his butchers stuff him?
For Sam Melville, #26124,
Murdered at Attica Penitentiary. 9/13/71
After Attica’s uprising 
the photo shows 
cops dressed to kill, 
wielding “nigger sticks," 
loving it.
White boys, Young Lords, 
caged Panthers (leg-ironed 
from Africa to Attica). All are 
skin-searched, rain-soaked, 
hands thrust over head.
Forced to run the gauntlet.
played football
but wouldn't play hard ball
with whitey.
He loved beautiful women. 
Loved beautiful [while) women, 
which is illegal.
He was red and Black, 
way too hot for the 50's.
In D.C., Hollywood,
Peekskill, New York, 
they nearly lynched him.
At his career's height, 
the FBI took away his pass­
port.
On his deathbed he insists 
the CIA tried to poison him— 
not in Mississippi or Alabama 
but at a party in "godless” 
Russia, for god's sake.
Patrice Lumumba
Prison power' my ass, 
you motherfuckers."
Attica! Grey walls on the green 
Tonawanda Reservation, sacred 
land stolen from the Senecas.
Attica! Bureaucrats with "impeccable Nazi 
credentials" renamed you Correctional 
Facility. Still, you're the killing lloor:^ 
“warning shots" in the back by 
outlawed “dum dum" bullets.
Where's Rocky?
He won't fly 
American to Attica.
Instead, dials M for murder.
Sleeps that night beside 
his secretary, 
groomed for power.
Runs for V.P., 
is endorsed by the Times.
He's a corporate bloody conquistador!
Conrad sailed up the Congo 
on the Roi des Beiges while King 
Leopold ordered Black workers 
mutilated if they didn't feed 
ivory quotas to their Masters.
By the time Leopold founded the 
Association for Civilization 
in Central Africa, the dead 
already exceeded eleven million. 
What Conrad really saw we'll 
never know except as shadows, 
ghosts, the metaphysical
Monday, bloody, Monday, 
September 13. 1971. 
After a sluggish start 
on Wall Street today 
the Dow closed high 
with hefty trading.
To “pacify" one Viet Cong 
the State pays $35,000, 
depending on inflation.
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Who gave the orders?
Who took the weight?
Absolved the guards?
Lied to the press?
Opened fire on Melville?
Named him “the mad bomber?"
Who napalmed Vietnam. Laos, Cambodia?
Tapestry: Mothers of the Disappeared
Who was Sebastian Acevedo?
Immolated himself in front o f Concepcion 
Cathedral when he learned that his son 
and daughter were being tortured.
To police he was a "Marxist 
motherfucker," a “pro-Cuban agitator," 
according to the CIA.
Where were they tortured?
Cinema rooms: South Vietnam:
Production rooms: the Philippines:
Blue-lit Cabaret: Chile.
The promiscuity o f Democracy 
is excessiveA
When the Sebastian Acevedo Movement 
picketed the offices o f El Mercurio, 
the cops also arrested their 
ten foot cross, threw it in back 
o f an unmarked truck.
Can they make a wood cross talk?
Where's Pinochet? Holed up
with Los Chicago Boys, economists
who've studied with Milton Friedman.
Together they delivered the shock 
treatment to Chile's flagging economy.
But the number o f "subversive poor" have tripled: 
the military equate poverty with Marxism.
In North America I teach Composition, 
a kind o f torture but not “torture."
In his youth Pinochet attended 
the American School for Coups.
What did he learn?
Electric Shock 
Mock Execution 
Operating Table 
Parrot’s Perch 
Sexual Humiliation 
Submarino 
Telephono
Witnessing the Torture o f Others
Since the coup, arpilleras, a cottage industry, was 
developed: tapestries made into patchwork depictions of 
Chilean life. Working-class women create arpilleras, 
churches sell them abroad. One in particular shows 
miniature Mothers o f the Disappeared who have chained 
themselves to the Santiago Police Academy fence. Over 
their hearts are photos o f their loved ones—the women 
hold up a banner: AQUI SE TORTURA/HERE THEY 
TORTURE! Behind them are multicolored Andes and a 
smiling sun. The last figure is truncated, except for her 
arm. clenched into a diminutive, but unmistakable, 
upraised fist.
Notes
1 The reply o f Antonio de Nebrija. author o f the first
Gramatica, to Queen Isabella when she asked the 
importance o f a grammar.
2 The Shining Path: AMaoist-Quechua Indian movement,
largely comprised o f peasant women from the high­
lands. which advocates the violent overthrow o f the 
government followed by return to a pre-Columbian 
society.
3 Eighty-nine men were wounded. 43 killed, including
nine hostages shot by State troopers. Ironically, 
rumors about the execution and castration o f the 
hostage/guards were the justification for storming 
Attica in the first place.
4 The italicized text is adapted from "Proclamations
Issued by the Chilean Military Junta," Latin Ameri­
can Revolutionary Poetry, Robert Marquez, ed. (New 
York: Monthly Review Press) 1974.
Maggie Jaffe haspoetry recently acceptedby G. W. Review, 
Visions International, Vol. No, Without Halos, Free Lunch, 
sub-TERRAIN, and Gypsy. She is co-author o j 1492 
(Monthly Review Press) and art editor o f  Fiction 
International.
We have found the solution for 
de-politicizing the universities: 
expel half the students 
expel half the professors 
cut the curriculum in half.
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P o e t r y  By Bill J ones, J r .
Near Laos 
1
Just outside the wire 
A  Recon patrol walks 
Almost jauntily 
Into and L-shaped ambush 
Automatic weapons pop 
Like a dozen lawn mowers 
Gone mad.
And in between staccato bursts 
High pitched voices 
Scream for salvation.
"Come on." Hutch says.
“We got to help them.”
As we rush blind 
To join the fire-light 
Slaughter 
I realize
They are dying down there 
Stop
And cleverly fumble with gear 
Grasp for excuses 
To let Hutch go 
Alone.
There are dim truths 
About ourselves 
We are far better 
Not knowing.
Easily So easily 
I could have lived 
With a glance o f scowling 
Revulsion.
Grown old and comfortable 
In the shadow o f cowardice.
Borne forty years o f guilt.
Almost anything... really.
(“Come on." Hutch says.)
Except the look o f fleeting
Haunting
Surprise.
2
We help a Corpsman drag 
A  trembling Black kid 
Gut-shot and eyes rolling white 
Through red dust 
And smoldering tree stumps.
He calls alternately for Mamma 
Jesus
And a buddy named Rock.
Finding no help there 
He stuffs my shirtsleeve 
In his mouth
And chews away the pain.
Five Days Home
My father and I
Sit in the shade
O f a chinaberry tree
Talk softly o f the last good war.
A  time o f ration cards 
And Gold Star Mothers.
“A  uniform meant free drinks 
And a lot more"
My father says
“But they kept me training pilots 
Stateside...
And wouldn't let me go."
In the lower pasture 
A  phantom chopper whines 
Rotors thrash hot wind 
As it wobbles upward 
With another half-dead cargo.
I blink the image away
“I won't ask if you killed anyone"
My father says
"Because I don't want to know."
Just as well. 1 think angrily.
My personal count is a little hazy. 
Like the pregnant woman at Gio Linh 
(She never should have run)
Zapped by a batter o f howitzers 
Raising puzzling statistical questions. 
How do I mark her.
One and a half? Two?
"Drop 100 meters," I whisper.
"Fire for effect."
“Roger that," the RTO replies.
Arm in arm 
My father and I
Walk awkwardly toward supper 
And the 6 o’clock news.
The chopper drones 
Tilts plexiglass nose 
To a hospital ship.
The woman at Gio Linh 
Seeing her chance 
Dashes like a sprinter 
Legs pumping furiously 
For a stand o f scrub oaks 
Behind the bam.
"It's a shame," my father says. 
Climbing the back steps.
"You didn't get to serve
In a real
War."
Bill Jones. Jr. PO Box 691. Lander. WY 82520. 307-332- 
2641.
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LifE of SERViCE
by Dan Duffy. Viet Nam Generation
Ten years ago, when I was twenty-one, I spent some 
months in the company o f disgruntled U.S. Viet Nam war 
vets at sea and in fishing towns on the Alaska coast. 1 was 
never out o f the company o f someone who could recite a 
poem o f Robert Service, and his complete works in verse 
were for sale by the cash register in every place where you 
could buy anything at all. When we were lined up to pay 
for our liquor once on shore, my friend Stan—sorry, we 
didn't really use last names—saw the book and started to 
recite Service poems I had never heard. After we had 
drunk what we had bought he started on his own work, 
wonderful stuff about Sioux. He told me it was cowboy 
poetry, and said it all came from his feelings for his 
family's history in Wyoming. Stan was a drinker in Viet 
Nam, too, where he told how he had laid an instant steel 
runway surface, hijacked a beer truck, and woken up 
once after a drunk outside his perimeter to see his 
buddy's head stuck on the horn o f a water buffalo. Years 
later when 1 started to write biographies for a collection 
o f brief lives o f U.S. poets. 1 didn’t know whether Service 
was an American or not, but 1 knew for sure that the 
reader who I wanted to use my book would be looking for 
him there. Stan, for instance. When I got to the library. 
Service turned out to be an author with a complicated 
and interesting relation to war and books, as well as to the 
frontier. The collection won't be out for years, but here is 
my report on the Bard o f the Frozen North:
Robert William Service (1874-1958), a British subject, 
was born in England and raised in Scotland. He married 
in Paris and died in Britanny. But it was the verse from 
his young manhood as an emigrant to Canada, when he 
hoboed in California and followed the gold miners to the 
Yukon, that made his reputation.
Service was born on January 16th, 1874 in Preston, 
Lancashire to Robert and Emily Service o f 4 Chnstian 
Road. The poet eventually had six brothers and three 
sisters. His father, a Scot, worked in a bank until his wife, 
daughter o f an English mill-owner, inherited several 
thousand pounds. He quit work and moved the family 
back to his native Glasgow.
Young Robert was sent to live in the household o f his 
grandfather John Service, postmaster in Kilwinning, 
Ayrshire, and raised there in a house full o f aunts. Jeanie, 
Bella, and Jennie took him to Sabbath services, enrolled 
him in the parish school, and introduced him to the work 
o f Robert Burns. Burns had lived in the area, and Service 
later claimed that his great grandfather had been a crony 
o f Scotland's national poet.
After a few years, his parents retrieved the boy to 
their shabby but respectable address in Glasgow. He 
attended a bad primary school. Church, and was expelled 
from a good secondary school, Hillhead, in 1888, for 
insubordination at sports. Like Samuel Johnson, the 
adult Service observed that he did the bulk o f his reading 
as a boy, "between ten and twenty". His sources were 
Miss Bell's Circulating Library and the Public Library. He 
read the British adventure writers: Robert Louis
Stevenson, H. Rider Haggard, James Reid, Manville Fenn 
and Talbot Baines Reed.
He spent a summer by the sea, then started work in 
a shipping office. It didn't take, and in 1889 he apprenticed 
to the Commercial Bank o f Scotland. He stayed at the 
Stobcross branch until 1896. The work allowed leisure. 
He read Keats. Tennyson and Browning with appreciation, 
but was struck more deeply by Owen Meredith. Coventry 
Patmore. Austin Dobson. William Thackeray, and the 
American Edgar Allen Poe. He published about twenty 
poems o f love in the Glasgow weeklies.
But his reading turned to Eugene Field and Bret 
Harte, American roughnecks. He took up sports at the 
age o f seventeen, playing a season each o f rugby and 
cricket. Then he started going to music halls, and following 
vaudeville. He studied elocution and won bit parts on 
stage, including second watchman in Macbeth.
Still living at home, he attended college briefly on a 
part-time basis. He read more widely, taking in Henry 
Thoreau and George Borrow, Zola. Guy de Maupassant. 
Victor Hugo, Balzac, and the Goncourt brothers. George 
Moore's Bohemian tale. Confessions o f  aYoung Man. and 
Morley Robert’s hobo travelogue. Western Avemus, 
introduced Service to his own great subject, life on the 
loose.
Taken with the idea o f freedom, he read all he could 
about Canada in the pamphlets o f the Emigration Office. 
A  promotion in 1895 allowed Service to save enough 
money to quit the bank a year later. He sailed steerage in 
a steamer to Saskatchewan, immediately taking a train 
for colonists across the continent to Vancouver Island. 
On the way across, he sold his bags, his suit, his gun and 
his camera for ready cash, and arrived with only pocket 
money. One o f his few remaining belongings was a copy 
o f Stevenson's An Amateur Emigrant.
Service got work on a farm north o f Victoria. He gave 
over the job to winter in the cabin o f a country layabout, 
where there was a large back stock o f Harper's magazines. 
In the spring o f 1897, he found a place at another ranch, 
working to save enough wages over the summer to go 
travelling. In December he steamed from Seattle to San 
Francisco, where he passed up an offer o f steady work as 
a servant. He wanted to stay free, and started his hard 
times.
A  short, hellish job tunneling in San Gabriel Canyon 
yielded one small paycheck. He discounted it at 50% and 
took a train south into Los Angeles on Christmas Day. He 
slept at a church mission and read the days away at the 
Public Libraiy. After the New Year he roused himself and 
did day labor. He carried an advertising banner in the 
city, then picked citrus just outside o f town.
He advertised for work for an educated man. He got 
a position in a genteel whorehouse near San Diego, doing 
odd jobs. When their old handyman came back, the ladies 
sent Service away with a gift, a guitar in a travelling case. 
Service could play music on any instrument, so he hit the 
road as wandering minstrel. Work in this line was scarce. 
He drifted down through Mexico, and back up to Los 
Angeles. He headed out again through Colorado, Nevada, 
and Arizona, where he lost his guitar off a railroad trestle 
in the Tehaehapi Mountains.
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He struck north. He tried a job in a sawmill. But the 
hard industrial work drove him off. back to a ranch on 
Victoria. Working with cows at least let him think, and the 
summertime chores were light. In winter a bull cracked 
his ribs. While he lay mending, a job  opened up at the 
local store. Service became a clerk again, reading in the 
office, larking at sports and theater in his leisure time. He 
kept at it four years.
He left the store in 1903 to get a degree for teaching 
school. Despite a summer's study, he failed the entrance 
examination in two subjects, French and math. He 
dropped the idea o f teaching. He took his letter o f 
recommendation from the Commercial Bank o f Scotland— 
carried all those years— to the Canadian Bank o f 
Commerce in Victoria.
It was banking, which Service fled in Scotland, that 
let him make his name as the poet o f the North American 
roughneck. They took him on in Victoria, watched him, 
gave him a raise, and sent him to Kamloops in the middle 
o f British Columbia. In Victoria he lived over the bank 
with a hired piano, and dressed for dinner. In Kamloops, 
horse country, he played polo. In the fall o f 1904 the bank 
sent him to their White Horse branch in the Yukon. With 
the expense money he bought himself a raccoon coat, just 
like in the whiskey ad.
Robert Service lived in the Yukon as a dandy, not a 
prospector. The big gold strike there had been in 1898, 
when Service headed south from Vancouver. Now the 
small miners had gone north to the Alaska strike, and 
their old claims were being dredged by machine. 
Whitehorse had 30,000 people in 1901: in 1910 there 
would be 9,000. In the ruins o f the boom town, Service 
carried on as he had in Kamloops and Victoria, moving 
strictly in the upper crust. He skated in the winter, and 
played midnight tennis in the Arctic summer.
He was saving his money. His laundry, his food, and 
his lodging were paid for by the bank. The plan was to 
acquire capital, and tiy  the free life again as a small 
investor instead o f a tramp. He aimed for five thousand 
dollars, to yield twenty dollars a month at five per cent. 
Service achieved his goal in a grander manner than he 
planned, through poetry.
He had been writing from time to time. "The Old Log 
Cabin” appeared in the White Horse Star on May 2. 1902, 
while Service was still a store clerk in Victoria. "Apart and 
Together", a poem o f love in his Glasgow manner, appeared 
in Munsey's Magazine in December 1903. His collected 
verse includes at least one poem. "Song o f the Wage 
Slave” written at the mission in Los Angeles.
It was the work o f a few months at the end o f 1906 
that made Service a famous poet and a free man. The 
editor o f the White Horse Star had asked him to write a 
bit o f local color to give at a church concert. The poet had 
been reciting in public, entertaining his set with chestnuts 
like Ernest Lawrence Thayer's “Casey at the Bat” and 
Rudyard Kipling's "Gunga Din”. Asked for "something 
about our own bit o f earth", he stayed up all night in the 
bank to write "The ShootingofDan McGrew". The barroom 
classic was not performed at the church concert, but a 
month later Service was up all night again, writing "The 
Cremation o f Sam McGee". He heard a prosperous miner 
tell the shaggy dog story at a party, and went straight to 
his desk.
In the weeks to follow he wrote "The Call o f the Wild”. 
"The Spell o f the Yukon” and "The Law o f the Yukon”. He 
bundled the five together with what else was in his desk, 
and sent Songs o f  a Sourdough (Toronto: William Briggs, 
1907) south to Toronto to be privately printed. He mailed 
it to his father, who had emigrated there with the family, 
with his Christmas bonus. The idea was to have a 
hundred copies to give to friends.
But an enterprising salesman sold 1700 copies in 
advance orders from galley proofs before the publisher 
offered Service a regular contract, ten per cent royalty on 
a dollar book, and sold fifteen impressions in 1907. That 
same year there was an edition in New York, Philadelphia, 
and London. The London publisher. T. Fisher Unwin, 
struck a twenty-third printing in 1910, and thirteen more 
by 1917.
He stayed on at the bank in Whitehorse for another 
year, then moved to Dawson as teller. He reached Dawson 
by sleigh from Whitehorse, in April, 1908. The first year 
he wrote Ballads o f  a Cheechako (Toronto: William 
Briggs, 1909) on a deliberate schedule. He used the issue 
o f excluding an especially coarse poem, "The Tenderloin", 
to bargain for a 5% increase in royalty from his Toronto 
publisher. In November o f 1909 he refused promotion to 
manager and left the bank. He had more than $5000 
saved. Publisher's checks never stopped arriving his 
whole life long. He walked. He read old files o f the Dawson 
News in the Carnegie library. He negotiated a royalty o f 
fifteen percent for his first novel. In the spring o f 1910 he 
personally delivered the manuscript o f The Trail o f  
Ninety-Eight, a Northland Romance (Toronto: William 
Briggs, 1909), to his publishers in Toronto and New York. 
The novel was still in print in 1928, when Clarence Brown 
directed the movie version, with the same name, for 
Melro-Goldwyn Mayer.
Robert Service spent the remainder o f his long life 
doing as he pleased. After delivering his manuscript, he 
toured the continent by train, boat, stagecoach, foot and 
canoe, visiting New Orleans and Havana on his way to his 
mother's farm in Alberta. He arrived back in Dawson in 
1911, after a difficult wilderness trip up the Mackenzie 
River from Edmonton, more than 2,000 miles by 
treacherous water in a light canoe. Like Stephen Crane, 
who became a combat correspondent after writing his 
Civil War novel, The Red Badge o f  Courage, Service the 
ex-bank clerk went to play at the life he had made his 
name writing about.
He wintered in Dawson, writing Rhymes o f  Rolling 
Stone (Toronto: William Briggs. 1912). The manuscript 
was large rolls o f paper, hung from the walls o f his cabin. 
In the Spring he left the North forever, as Balkan war 
correspondent for the Toronto Star. He joined the Red 
Cross as a volunteer worker in order to get closer to the 
front. The Turkish police took an interest in him before he 
got very far, and he left the Balkans. Still sending 
dispatches, he took trains West across Europe. He arrived 
in Paris in 1913, to stay for 15 years.
He settled in the Latin Quarter, in an attic room o f the 
Quai Voltaire. He mingled with the bohemians o f the 
quarter, taking painting lessons and passing as a poseur. 
He conducted loud, half-informed arguments about art 
in the cafes, then went home and wrote his novel. The
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Pretender, A  Story o f the Latin Quarter (New York: 
Dodd. Mead. 1914).
While pretending to be a fake artist, in June o f 1913. 
Service married a Parisian, Germaine Bourgoin. She was 
the daughter o f a distillery owner. They met while jostled 
together in a crowd watching a parade. Madame Service 
first learned her husband was a rich man one year after 
marriage, on a bicycle trip to the Brittany, when the poet 
led her into his cottage. “Dream Haven", at Lancieux. 
Service had cheated the town's rich peasant out o f the 
house on a previous visit, by pretending to be a poor fool 
who would lose his deposit, his life savings, by failing to 
pay the balance o f a bargain price on time.
A  varicose vein made him unfit for service in the 
Great War. He covered the war for the Toronto Star, with 
dispatches appearing on Saturdays from December 11, 
1915 through January 29th, 1916. He was arrested and 
nearly executed in an outbreakof spy hysteria in Dunkirk. 
He worked as a stretcher bearer and ambulance driver 
with the Ambulance Corps o f the American Red Cross, 
until his health broke. He retired to Paris and Brittany for 
an eight-month bout ofboils. When his strength returned, 
he wrote Rhymes o f a Red Cross Man (Toronto: William 
Briggs. 1912). It is dedicated “to the memory of my 
Brother. Lieutenant Albert Service, Canadian Infantry. 
Killed in Action. France, August. 1916."
He returned to the war with a chauffeured Cadillac 
and an officer guide, to write about the Canadian 
Expeditionary Force for their government. In the course 
o f his work he accidentally liberated the town o f Lille. He 
wrote another book, with the manuscript title War 
Winners, a file o f prose reports on the support operations 
working to keep the Allied forces in the field. He wrote it 
furiously to promote the war effort, and tore it up on 
Armistice Day. in disgust with everything about the 
whole conflict.
He settled down to being a rich man in Paris. He put 
the family in a two-floor apartment on the Place de 
Pantheon. During the day he would promenade in the 
best suits, with a monocle. At night he went out in old 
clothes with the company o f his doorman, a retired 
policeman, to visit the lowest dives o f the city. In retreat 
at Lancieux. he wrote Ballads o f Bohemian] Toronto: G. 
J. McLeod, 1921). The poems are given in the persona of 
an American poet in Paris who serves as an ambulance 
driver and an infantryman in the war. The verses are 
separated by diary entries over a period o f four years. The 
last entry is dated January 1919, about the same time 
Service finished the book, though he neglected to publish 
it until some time later.
Excited by the sale o f film rights to one o f his works, 
Service wintered in Hollywood with his family in 1921. 
They lunched with stars and directors, went to movies. 
His mother joined them from Alberta, and urged dime 
detective novels on her son. He took a side trip to Tahiti 
on his own. then returned with his family to Lancieux. 
where he started writing thrillers. The Poisoned  
Paradise, A Romance o f  Monte Carlo (New York: Dodd. 
Mead, 1922), set in the gambling world o f Europe, 
appeared as a movie in 1924, just after the film versions 
o f the “Shooting o f Dan McGrew". and of his South Sea 
thriller The Roughneck. A Tale o f  Tahiti (New York: 
Barse and Hopkins. 1923)._______________________________
Heart trouble interrupted his novel writing, but led to 
a health book, published eventually. Why Not Grow 
Young? or, Livingfor Longevity (London. Ernest Benn. 
1928). He returned to thrillers with The Master o f the 
Microbe. A Fantastic Romance (London: T. Fisher 
Unwin, 1926), about a novelist who visits the underworld 
o f Paris for material. His last novel. The House o f Fear. 
A Novel (London: T. Fisher Unwin. 1927), dripping with 
murder in the French countryside, is dedicated to his 
mother.
Service became increasingly interested in the Marxist 
movement through the thirties. He himself had acquired 
capital by writing about labor. He would dress down and 
stand at the edge o f leftist demonstrations in Paris. In 
1937 he took an government tour o f the Soviet Union, and 
went again in 1938. The second trip was interrupted by 
news o f the Hitler-Stalin pact. Service fled across Poland. 
Latvia, Estonia and the Baltic to Stockholm. He wintered 
in Nice with his family, then fled France for Canada. The 
German Army arrived at his home in Lancieux not far 
behind him, looking specifically for the poet who had 
mocked Hitler in newspaper verse.
After greeting friends and family across Canada, 
Service settled the family in Hollywood in December, 
1940. The Collected Verse o f  Robert Service (London: 
Ernest Benn. 1930) had already appeared, and The 
Complete Poems o f  Robert Service (New York: Dodd, 
Mead. 1933). Though he would write and publish verse 
until his death, he was in a period o f retrospection. 
Twenty Bath-tub Ballads (London: Francis, Day and 
Hunter, 1939) and Bar-room Ballads (New York: Dodd, 
Mead. 1940) are miscellanies o f stray verse, not the 
reasoned collections he had written since Ballads o f a 
Cheechako.
He made personal and radio appearances, and even 
appeared as “The Poet" in a Klondike movie. The 
Spoilers (Universal Pictures, 1940. Produced by Frank 
Lloyd, directed by Ray Enright, screenplay by Lawrence 
Hazard and Tom Reed from the novel by Rex Beach). He 
was thrilled to play a scene with Marlene Dietrich. But his 
energies went into his memoir. Ploughman o f  the Moon. 
An Adventure into Memory. (New York: Dodd. Mead, 
1945). The book deals only with his youth, the fortyyears 
up to the time he left Dawson.
The Services hurried back to France four months 
after the victory in Europe, on an empty troop ship 
returning for more soldiers. They found their Paris 
apartment safe, but the house at Lancieux was 
demolished. They rebuilt. Service summered there, and 
wintered at his villa in Monte Carlo, until he died o f a 
heart attack at Lancieux on April 11. 1958. He was buried 
nearby.
The poet's lastyears were full o f writing. He published 
a second memoir. Harper o f  Heathen. A Record o f  
Radiant Living (New York: Dodd, Mead, 1948), that 
ends with the return to his shattered home. Then came 
a series o f poetry collections: Songs o f  a Sun-Lover. A  
Book o f  Light Verse (New York: Dodd, Mead. 1949.) 
Rhymes ofRoughneck.ABookofVerse(NewYork: Dodd, 
Mead, 1950), Lyrics o f  a Lowbrow. A  Book o f Verse 
(New York: Dodd. Mead, 1951.), Rhymes o f  a Rebel. A  
Book o f  Verse (New York: Dodd, Mead. 1952). Songsfor
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my Supper (New York: Dodd. Mead, 1953). Carols o f  an 
Old Codger (New York: Dodd. Mead. 1955), Rhymes fo r  
My Rags (New York: Dodd, Mead. 1956). These are 
gathered in More Collected Verse (New York: Dodd, Mead. 
1955) and Later Collected Verse (New York: Dodd, Mead. 
1960).
The poems for which Robert William Service is now 
remembered are all contained in his first book. Songs o f  
a Sourdough, available within the Collected Poems o f  
Robert Service. His life story is best told in his own two 
memoirs. Ploughman o f  the Moon and Harper o f  
Heaven. Inaccuracies and gaps in these accounts are 
dealt with in Carl F. Klinck’s Robert Service: A 
Biography (New York: Dodd. Mead and Company. 1976.) 
Klinck. an historian o f Canadian literature, also offers a 
bibliography that sorts out Service's first editions in 
Canada, England, and the United States.
P o etr y  by Rod McQtiEARy
Near Snowville
It feels like green, heavy oil.
I am twenty feet below the surface, 
Floating up.
Faintly. I hear a voice 
calling calling 
my name.
I wake inside my parents' car.
Home. I'm home.
We are on our way to Ogden 
to a horse show.
I was dreaming, but this is real.
I am home.
Really.
My mother says
"You were talking in your sleep."
I can still see 
Her hands tremble.
In the dashlight.
Her peculiar expression.
I still wonder, these many years later. 
What I said.
homeward
inside the proud bird
after the hot asphalt jet exhaust
blowing orders papers into
concertina
after the cheering had 
subsided in the darkened cabin 
everybody asleep 
across from me one seat behind
a black sergeant wakes sobbing 
for a dog.
best friend i ever had 
i mumble some simple kindness 
he looks at me just looks 
rejects my hollow sympathy 
i turn away ashamed 
i never meant to intrude, 
pretty soon i sneak a look 
he stares 
face hard
through the black window 
at home movies he'll watch 
a million times 
in years to come 
he has learned secrets about 
himself
no one should ever know and
in this jet full of
camostrangers
in that weird world ahead
he knows
already
he knows
there is no one to tell
Our Parade
They bring us back 
Parading 
Right down 
Main Street past the 
Mini-Mart
Somebody built with 
That good old fashioned 
Helicopter Contract 
Overflow.
On hands and knees 
We snarl and bark 
Like wolves
Hoping to be understood 
By these nice clean folks 
Debating whether we’re 
Worthy 
To Reintroduce.
These Modem Times.
A Bloody Muzzle 
Ain't so cool.
Not cool like those green camo-suits 
Flatlanders. Highschoolers buy.
(But WE got ours for free)
But all in all -
We're fine, these modem days.
We don't howl and we don't chase 
Defenseless farmyard pets 
Any stinken more.
We're all healed up 
and fine
(except maybe for sore hands and knees) 
From this goddamn
78
SpRlNq, 1992 ViET Nam  G en eratio n ,  Inc . V o I ume 4 NUMbER 1-2
Main Street Blacktop.
But those poor bastards in the back—
Purposely, they’re last, you know.
They smell like cigarettes and puke 
They get hugs—from screw-top jugs.
Those poor buggers—don't wait to see 
Those wolves.
They mighta gone too far, one time.
Defended America 
just a tad too hard.
These Modem Times, they still can’t 
Quite 
Forget
How Sweet It Feels 
to disembowel 
a sheep.
RodMcQueary, HC 60, Ruby Valley, Nevada, 89833, 702- 
779-2257.
Filivi: ViET Nam RequRqiTATEd
by Cynthia Fuchs, English, George Mason University
“Freedom o f speech? Yeah... Just watch what you say."
— Ice T
Revising the Viet Nam War is one of this country's few 
remaining growth industries. The versions are many, but 
also similar and increasingly familiar: good white guys 
confront the U.S. government that betrayed them. That 
is, the much-celebrated freedom to speak out against 
corruption is limited by prescriptive, conventional 
mythology which recycles hetero-white-male heroism 
even as it laments damage done by just such mythology.
The irony is that this fantasy persists despite what 
m ay be V iet Nam 's m ost rad ica l coro llary , its 
transformation o f the notion o f “history" itself. After being 
sustained for decades by official and personal lies, the 
War is now a term—"Viet Nam"—which now represents 
an undiscoverable and odiously buried truth, a “real" 
War that must exist “out there," but one that remains 
forever beyond narrative recuperation.
To resurrect some new and improved history from 
under the onus o f fiction is the self-assigned task of two 
recent films. On the surface, their approaches to this 
excavation could not be more different: Oliver Stone's 
JFK  rewrites the Kennedy assassination as the critical 
moment in the War's escalation, while Fax Bahr and 
George H icken looper's  H earts o f  Darkness: A  
Filmmaker's Apocalypse revises a revision o f Viet Nam 
by tracing the notoriously overwrought production o f 
Francis Ford Coppola's Apocalypse Now  (1979). 
However, the thematic similarities o f these films are far 
more disturbing than their differences, in that they 
reinscribe nobly obsessive white men as their heroes. 
Just whose history is at stake in these revisions? (Watch 
what you say.)
JFK  is a messy, angiy. and compelling movie. This is 
in part attributable to Stone's very visible and messy 
anger. When, prior to the film's release, theaters ran the 
trailer hailing “The story that won’t go away." 1 heard 
more than one patron, on different occasions, yell back at 
the screen. “From the director who won't go away!" But if 
the perpetrator o f such disturbing and hugely popular 
films as Platoon and Bom  on the Fourth o f  July is 
inarguably lunatic in his self-appointed sense ofmission, 
he is also a resourceful and effective propagandist. The 
film's multiple repercussions include public demand for 
release o f the assassination files and various discussions 
of fallacious "histories." (When even TV Guide [Feb 23- 
29) is concerned that media news may not be gospel— 
evidenced by a cover story called “Fake News?"—such 
anxiety is clearly contagious.)
The well-advertised purpose o f is to fuck with the 
Warren Commission's explication o f the assassination. It 
does this with some style. less grace, and more than a 
little recourse to the bland appeal o f superstraight Kevin 
Costner. The combination of Stone's too familiar inability 
to get his mind around any non-white-hetero-male 
character, and Costner-as-Jim Garrison's impeccably 
virtuous pursuit o f the villains, severely hampers the 
film's argument against the System. For such other- 
phobic concoctions are repeatedly produced by that 
System, and add up to yet another white-man-saves-the- 
world myth.
Here that man is a weird conflation o f Garrison. 
Stone, and the ubiquitous Costner persona. His position 
as good guy is established by his enemies, outrageous 
homosexuals whose part in a New Orleans underground 
is revealed by a strangely coded flashback. At the same 
time that “real" businessman Clay Shaw/Tommy Lee 
Jones denies his acquaintance with “real" David Ferrie/ 
Joe Pesci and “fictional" prostitute Willie O'Keefe/Kevin 
Bacon, the silent image shows the three o f them (plus an 
unnamed fourth) with painted bodies, acting out some 
sort o f 18th-century decadence. (Watch what you say.) 
Silenced and condemned, the men in this scene are 
presented as raging perverts, the sort who would need to 
prove their masculinity by engineering what Garrison/ 
Costner calls a “coup d'etat."
This assault on all that is right and good (embodied 
by the dead Kennedy and reincarnated by the Garrison/ 
Costner/Stone character) is further illustrated by 
Garrison/Costner’s troubled relationship with a wife 
(Sissy Spacek) who demands his (sexual) attention. Her 
lack o f sympathy regarding his pursuit o f Truth and 
Justice makes her seem unforgivably selfish, as Garrison/ 
Costner declares his desire to recover "history" for his son 
(played by Stone's son Sean: whose histoiy is this?).
At the same time, though, the film displays a 
remarkable understanding o f officially sanctioned history 
as a text recorded and revised by white men who have 
something to hide. This is an insight rarely manifested in 
mainstream movies. To upset everyone from Gerry Ford 
to Entertainment Weekly to Newsweek to Robert Sam 
Anson, all o f whom have accused the movie o f didactic 
and persuasive lying (which, granted, is nothing new in 
Stone's work) is highly commendable. The film's swift
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intercutting o f the Zapruder film, news footage, color, re­
enactments, models, black and white, sepia, stills, charts, 
photos, and hyperbolic speculation, tends to leave difficult 
issues out. (We can only assume that Stone plans to 
address charges o f homophobia in his next movie, based 
on the life and death o f Harvey Milk).
But Stone also offers a suspect and unconvincingly 
staged revision o f the historical Kennedy as woulda-been 
savior, a champion o f everything from Civil Rights to a 
withdrawal from Viet Nam. For instance, after Garrison/ 
Costner gets the summary low-down on the CIA-FBI- 
Naval Intelligence-Anli-Castroites conspiracy from Mr. X 
(Donald Sutherland as a version o f Fletcher Prouty), the 
devastated DA looks up to see two black girls in white 
dresses and pigtails dancing on the Mall in Washington 
DC. As if this glorious vision o f what might have been is 
not enough, Garrison/Costner then visits JFK's grave. 
While he gazes at the eternal flame, the camera pulls out 
to reveal a black man who appears to be instructing his 
young son on the virtues o f the fallen leader o f the Free 
World. Like the gay cavorlers, this scene is also in 
pantomime, as the John Williams score has by now 
transcended any conscionable soundtrack level. If only 
the great white president had lived. Stone implies, its own 
tedious conventions would be atavistic, its careless use o f 
racist and heterosexist images unimaginable.
Dream on.
JFK s methods are crude, its final courtroom scene 
lifts staging from Capra's Mr. Smith Goes To Washing­
ton, it bends myth around fact, and it evades some issues 
when it hammers at others. It’s giddy and erratic, like a 
mission fulfilled. Even when Shaw is absolved of Garrison/ 
Costner/Stone's conspiracy charges, the film vindicates 
its hero: he walks down a lonely courthouse hallway, 
flanked by his wife and son, a noble hysteric in search of 
a history that no one else will recognize.
Compared to JFK, Hearts o f  Darkness seems 
almost subtle. Which is not to say that it is any less 
delirious, desperate, or self-delusional. The difference is 
that it presents Coppola as the Star o f his own mess, a 
white man who is too big. overbearing, and fretful to 
disguise in any heroic trappings. The documentary is 
assembled from footage taken by Eleanor Coppola (FFC’s 
wife) during Apocalypse Now's principal photography in 
the Philippines from 1977-78, plus audio recordings, a 
1938 recording o f Orson Welles reading Conrad's Heart 
o f  Darkness (an unmade movie that obsessed that great 
white lunatic as well), and recent interviews with the 
principal players (includingboth Coppolas, George Lucas. 
Sam Bottoms, Frederic Forrest, and Dennis Hopper, 
whose wry confession—"I was not in the greatest of 
shape"— is evidenced by his am azing fried-brain 
performance as the photographer at Kurtz’s compound). 
The result is a text determined to undo itself.
Hearts opens with Coppola on top. "My film is not a 
movie," he says after winning the 1979 Cannes Film 
Festival's Palme d'Or. “My film is not about Viet Nam. It 
is Viet Nam."
Talk about fucking with history. Eleanor Coppola's 
reserved and weary voice-over and the general tenor o f 
the film imply that Francis Coppola is a kind o f whacked 
out genius, a visionary revisionist who is beset by weather,
financial crises, and sick and difficult actors. The movie 
leans heavily on this personal crisis plotline. And there is 
a kind o f borderline bravado in his ranting on screen, but 
this massive self-exposure is never quite ironic in a self- 
conscious way. It is fascinating, however.
If Coppola makes himself up, he also makes up the 
movie and, in his way, makes up the War. Lucas recalls 
that they (the LA Film School boys) wanted to go to Viet 
Nam to make the movie during the War, armed with 16 
mm cameras and mighty egos. But Warner Brothers 
wouldn't let them go. (You have to wonder at the studio's 
atypical intelligence in this case.)
It's well-known that the eventually and miraculously 
fin ished Apocalypse Now  exem plifies U.S. too- 
muchness, the overkill that characterizes the War, its 
iconography, and its persistent racist and heterosexist 
mythologies. The documentary confirms some suspicions 
about its composition: the Kurtz compound sequences, 
for example, were indeed improvised, fragmented, stupidly 
unplanned, as they have always looked. (Eleanor reveals 
that she was watching native rituals one day; when the 
folks began to hack at a buffalo, she ran to get Francis, 
because it was so extraordinary. From such happy 
accidents, as they say, history is made: the scene is 
integral to Kurtz's overstated demise.) Hearts is finally 
less about the distinctions among ideology, entertainment, 
and self, than about their continual collapsing. History, 
meet your maker.
As Stone and Coppola seem to intuit, cultural stakes 
are continually inflated over Viet Nam, despite and 
because o f the GulfWar's genocidal quick-fix for U.S. self­
doubts. In fact, Hearts is specifically about certain failure 
that is renamed success. Unknowingly recorded by his 
wife. Coppola moans, “This movie is a $20 million disaster! 
Why won’t anyone believe me?" As she quietly observes in 
voice-over, her husband was increasingly frenzied as 
project costs and interpersonal anxieties escalated. But 
sympathy for this devil is difficult to muster, for his 
massive project enacts its own version o f an imperialistic 
tragedy revised to reap financial benefits. When Coppola 
couldn't make the film in 1969. he made the highly 
successful first two Godfathermovies. But Coppola went 
back to Apocalypse Now, ultimately regurgitated as 
Conrad's novella via John Milius script via Coppola's 
mania. In Hearts this journey back and back seems like 
a regression to mythic darkness and human souls, but 
it's also about money and exploitation and abuse, very 
mundane and familiar problems after all.
While the history o f this notorious enterprise is not 
news. H earts  occasiona lly  a ffects such unself­
consciousness that it feels revelatory. The saga includes 
the replacement o f Harvey Keitel (after a week of shooting) 
by Martin Sheen, the monsoons, the deal with Marcos for 
use of a helicopter fleet (occasionally called away to fight 
insurgents in the South), lots o f drugs, Sheen's near-fatal 
heart attack , and a m assive ly  overw eigh t and 
uncooperative Marlon Brando's arrival on the set (to play 
the script's emaciated Colonel Kurtz).
Larry Fishburne, interviewed on the set when he was 
playing the part o f “Clean" at age fourteen, says, "War is 
funny. You can do anything you want to." This seems to 
hold for the production as well. Interviewed later, a
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grown-up Fishbume and others recall excesses of drugs, 
anger, jungle hazards (enacted in Apocalypse Now's 
fiction as C h e fs  encounter with the tiger), and 
improvisational panic (Forrest remembers showing up 
for work and being handed a script marked “Scenes 
unknown").
Hearts  reels w ith unreality and self-serving 
hallucination: original scriptwriter Milius reads reverently 
from a section dropped from the movie as Coppola 
rewrote it, where Kurtz rhapsodizes about the “power in 
his loins," worshipped by women and “natives" alike. And 
in an incredibly naive self-appraisal, production designer 
Dean Tavoularis remembers paying Filipino laborers a 
dollar a day for hauling 300-pound adobe blocks: "I hope 
we weren’t taking advantage o f these people," he wonders 
sincerely. Such colossal ignorance permeates Apocalypse 
Now's production and haunts its maker, who says, “My 
greatest horror is to be pretentious... to make a really 
pompous film on an important subject, and I am making 
it." It’s a horror as relevant to New World Orders and 
revisionist histories as it is to grandly visionary movies.
D r a m a : BeyoNd tHe  CaU o f  D u t y
by David J. DeRose, Theatre Studies, Yale
When I first sought out Jamal Joseph a few months 
ago at our editor Dan Duffy’s suggestion, all I knew about 
him was that he was a former Black Panther and federal 
convict who had written a play. Beyond the Call o f Duty, 
about the reunion o f a Special Services LRRP squad. You 
must admit that on the curiosity-piquing meter, those 
particular qualifications score just about a perfect ten. It 
occurred to me that one might even build a talkshow 
panel around it— “Panthers turned Poets, Today on 
Donahue." The ease with which one might exploit Mr. 
Joseph’s unique personal history made me cautious 
about contacting him. Would I unintentionally become a 
victim to the cult o f personality, turning Joseph into a 
tabloid curiosity? Would I be able to keep the focus o f our 
conversation on this play and not his “colorful" past?
And then Jamal Joseph sent me a copy o f his artistic 
vita—a vita which begins: “Jamal is a writer, director and 
performer who credits his time spent in (he Black Panther 
Party and Leavenworth Federal Prison as the inspirational 
fire that forged his creative sword."
So much for my concerns. And so much for any 
stereotypical images of Black Panthers and federal convicts 
which I might have carried.
Jamal Joseph was twelve years old when he joined 
the NAACP, fifteen when he entered the ranks o f the Black 
Panther Party. A  gifted organizer and articulate speaker, 
he ascended rapidly to the upper organizational levels of 
the Panthers. When Joseph talks about the Panthers, he 
stresses not so much their politics as the needs o f the 
community which gave rise to those politics: the Black 
Panther party, as he remembers and describes it, includes 
not only direct confrontation with the police and
government, but also free breakfast programs, health 
clinics, legal services, and community education. 
Watching Joseph at work today—he is Director o f Student 
Activities at Tuoro Community College in Harlem—little 
seems to have changed since the days when he helped 
run the Panthers’ Free Breakfast Program. His focus is 
still very clearly on the Black community o f the inner city: 
and, as it must have been in his Panther days, Joseph's 
work environment is a beehive o f activity. His office is 
small and crammed with desks, tables, phones, and 
printed material. I count at least three other staff members 
who share the office, or who are in the office when I arrive. 
Students are everywhere: the few chairs in the office are 
piled high with their books and jackets, while the students 
perch on the edges o f tables, crowd around desks, or try 
to answer the phones without cutting-off callers. I f not for 
the new wave coifs and clothes, the computer terminal in 
the comer, and the fact that the printed matter has to do 
with drug abuse and safe sex rather than “the Revolution," 
the scene might be mistaken for an office in Panther 
headquarters, 1968.
Joseph is in his element in this bustle. He is very 
much the organizer, the leader, the educator on intimate 
terms with the community he serves. And it is precisely 
that understanding o f and desire to address the needs of 
the black community which struck me when I first read 
Beyond the Call o f Duly. There is a certain continuity 
between what appear to be disparate elements o f Joseph’s 
life. The teen-age Panther, the federal convict who started 
a multi-racial theater company in Leavenworth prison, 
the poet and playwright (he also does stand-up comedy), 
and the educator: these all appear to be different 
incarnations o f Joseph’s natural inclination to focus his 
energies on people in need o f guidance and advocacy. The 
role o f playwright falls naturally within this spectrum of 
activity for Joseph because Beyond the Call ofDuty was 
generated out o f the needs o f Vietnam veterans to have 
their war and post-war experiences validated both to 
their prison community and to the community of their 
families and peers.
Last spring at the Popular Culture Conference, I 
proposed that personal trauma narratives either written 
by or performed by Vietnam veterans should not be 
analyzed in terms o f traditional literary or dramatic 
values, but ought, in many instances, to be addressed as 
ritualized rites o f personal validation and re-entry into 
society. The primary social/therapeutic function o f those 
riles is to bear witness to the traumas endured by many 
Vietnam veterans and to create a sense o f communal 
embrace, first within the ranks o f the creative collaborators 
themselves, and then in ever widening circles o f their 
targeted audience and their community. Beyond the Call 
o f  Duty seems to me to serve just such a function.
Beyond the Call o f  Duty  was inspired by 
conversations Joseph had with fellow prisoners while 
organizing a theatrical troupe in Leavenworth Federal 
Prison. This troupe was exceptional in two ways, both 
having to do with the demographics o f its members. First, 
in a federal prison where “voluntary segregation" is the 
unspoken rule, the troupe was racially integrated. 
According to Joseph, fellow prisoners were so dumb­
founded by the unlikely racial mixture o f inmates in the
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troupe that they began to believe the troupe was a front 
for a ja il break. As the playwright relates the story to me, 
he shifts into what sounds like part o f his stand-up 
routine.
The guys in the yard would say, well, what are 
these guys talking about. Two o f them are 
black, one is white, one is Latino. It must be a 
jail break. We had people show up for rehearsal, 
become part o f the group saying [he breaks into 
a Bronx accent] "1 know this is a jail break. So,
I know you guys are going to cut me in soon."
And then we'd get three months down the line 
and the guy would suddenly say. "You guys are 
serious? You guys are reallyjust doing a play?"2
The second noteworthy feature o f this troupe was 
that, o f the roughly one dozen members, over half were 
Vietnam veterans. Joseph estimates that while he was in 
Leavenworth as many as 40% o f his fellow prisoners were 
Vietnam veterans. In the 1970s, Leavenworth regularly 
“inherited" federal prisoners from Fort Leavenworth, a 
nearby military stockade. Some o f the prisoners were 
veterans who had been convicted o f federal crimes while 
in the military, had completed their military service while 
still in prison, and who now had to serve the remainder 
o f their criminal sentence in a civilian federal prison.
As an imprisoned Black Panther, Joseph found the 
presence o f so many veterans both unnerving and 
confusing.
I said, look, I know why I'm here. I was talking 
about overthrowing the government, I called 
Nixon “the Pig," so naturally I'm here doing 
hard time. But you guys fought for America.
You guys should be heroes. What are you doing 
here? “And then." he quickly adds, "they started 
telling me their stories."
Joseph recognized that the war time experiences of 
these veterans—and the personal distress they suffered 
as the result o f those experiences—were similar to his 
own experiences as a black militant. Joseph's own life 
story, after all. reads like that o f many Vietnam veterans: 
he joined a para-military organization at a very young 
age. determined to serve what he saw as the cause o f his 
people. He saw combat (on America's streets), found 
himself at the center o f a war o f race in which the motives 
o f military and government leaders were called into 
question, and ended up serving time. The particulars 
may be radically different, but the basic story is much the 
same as that o f the Vietnam vets Joseph met in prison. 
In fact, it was a Vietnam veteran who first suggested to 
Joseph that perhaps he too suffered from PTSD. Joseph's 
own description o f his condition is less technical, but 
nevertheless captures the essence o f post-traumatic 
stress: “my soul wasn't settled properly in my body any 
more."
Beyond the Call o f  Duty is about the unexpected 
reunion, several years after the end o f the Vietnam war, 
o f the five surviving members o f a LRRP team. One of the
men, a black nationalist named Askari, is on the run from 
federal authorities. He appears at a Southside Chicago 
jazz club owned by “LV." another former member o f the 
team. (Yes, this is, in fact, another Vet at the Door drama.) 
Zoom, a functional heroin addict who works at the club, 
is also a member o f the team. He sends word to former 
team members Subway (a Latino cop) and Poison (a white 
lawyer) that a buddy is in trouble, and thus the five are 
reunited.
What might be seen as a contrived pretense for a 
post-war reunion was actually spawned by a question 
Joseph put to the Vietnam veterans in his acting group 
at Leavenworth: What would you do if, in the future, you 
ran into somebody with whom you had been in the bush, 
and that person asked you to break the law, or risk your 
life, or to throw away your life, to help him? The 
overwhelming response, says Joseph, was “I'd have to go 
down with my brother." The question was not a matter of 
idle curiosity for Joseph since he himself was arrested 
and imprisoned (for the second time) in 1981 for helping 
to hide the key suspect in an armored car robbery.
Joseph's description o f the workshop-style writing 
and rehearsal process o f Beyond the Call ofDuty  is much 
like the group sessions and drama therapy undertaken in 
PTSD wards like that run by David Read Johnson at the 
VA Medical Center in West Haven, Connecticut. ̂  Members 
o f such groups are encouraged to share experiences, to 
identify and bond through a sense o f a common goal and 
common experiences, to objectify those experiences by 
turning them into art, and to validate and bear witness to 
those experiences by performing that art before a gathering 
o f their peers.
This type o f non-traditional social and therapeutic 
function places unusual dramaturgical demands on the 
work o f art and on the artist. In Beyond the Call o f  Duty, 
those demands are most evident in the manner in which 
Joseph constructs his characters. The characters are, by 
conventional standards of psychological realism, rather 
improbable—especially the criminal characters: the 
"admirable" junkie who is a prolific writer and reliable 
friend: the escaped convict who is so opposed to substance 
abuse that he won’t take a drink to numb the pain of a 
bullet wound. And yet. the seeming contradictions within 
these characters draw attention to the play's potential 
social\therapeutic function. As part o f a social ritual of 
reintegration, the requirements o f good therapy are more 
pressing than—and are simply different from—the 
requirements o f conventional realism and o f "good" 
commercial drama. The characterizations are structured 
in such a way as to reveal and validate the experience of 
marginalized veterans. This means giving the characters 
a hidden humanity and an unforeseen potential for noble 
action, especially in light of their nearly obsessive devotion 
to each other, a devotion which starkly contrasts with 
their outward appearance and circumstances. Joseph 
has said that he wants to clearly separate the worth o f the 
individual from what has happened to that individual. “It 
comes down to what happens to ordinary people in 
extraordinary situations." What separates us from the 
junkie or the convict, this play suggests, is not our 
superiority, but the events and circumstances which 
have shaped our lives. This affirmation o f the individual
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may make for improbable dramatic characterizations, 
but those character can only be judged in terms o f the 
intended function o f the play in performance. Certainly, 
it was much more important to the inmates ofLeavenworlh 
that these characters represent and validate their 
humanity than that they pass someone's test o f 
psychological verisimilitude.
In December o f 1987. Joseph was released from 
prison. He returned to Harlem where, in March of 1989 
and again in October o f 1990. the Black National Theater 
staged productions o f Beyond the Call o f  Duty. The 
changes Joseph made in the script between the 
Leavenworth production and the Black National Theater 
productions reflect the playwright's sense ofa new mission 
for the play in light o f the vastly different audience his 
work would face in Harlem. In the National Black Theater 
version o f the play, the reunion of the special services 
team is juxtaposed to another reunion: the relatively 
recent reconciliation o f LV with his wife, Kay, and with his 
two daughters (who do not appear in the play). LV has 
also recently entered a joint business venture with his 
uncle. Papa Jim. The addition o f a wife and family 
suggests the shift from the need to address an all-male, 
prison audience containing many veterans, to an audience 
com prised o f m ostly non-veterans, or veterans 
accompanied by their families or their community support 
circle. The addition o f this parallel narrative broadens the 
parameters o f the community being addressed in the play 
and expands upon the over-all narrative focus to include 
the difficult readjustment many Vietnam veterans faced 
in returning to the United States.
Kay's role is essential to the functioning of the play in 
these new surroundings: she is the primaiy spokesperson 
for the demands o f family and community. It is also Kay 
who must educate herself (as must the audience and the 
community) as to the intensity o f what her husband has 
experienced and to the equal intensity o f his tie to his 
comrades. This process o f personal education is facilitated 
by Kay’s discovery o f the journal o f one o f the veterans. As 
Kay reads the journal, its contents are dramatized on 
stage for the audience. The flashbacks serve both as 
dramatic exposition and as the bearing o f witness, offering 
emotional insight into the lives o f traumatized Vietnam 
veterans. Dramatization o f the journal entries is one of 
many significant similarities between this play and other 
theatrical trauma narratives written and/or performed 
by Vietnam veterans. For instance, a dramatic device 
similar to the journal entries is used in A Vietnam Vet's 
Family Album  where a veteran shows us his photo 
album and the “snapshots'' come to life.4 In both 
instances, the audience is introduced to a present-day 
veteran who guides us through a series o f fiash-backs, 
eventually catching up with the present day. We begin 
with a veteran we know only superficially, or who we 
think we know, and then we are given access to selective 
information from the past (perhaps in the form of a 
traumatic experience) which helps us appreciate how 
that veteran came to be who and where he is. In the case 
o f Beyond the Call o f  Duty, this is a particularly 
poignant revelation since the author o f the journal is a 
junkie (Zoom) whose bond with the reader's husband 
(LV). the reader (Kay) cannot understand.
It is extremely unusual to see a female character like 
Kay undertake a personal journey or propel the action of 
a play about Vietnam veterans. In Leavenworth, Kay was 
not necessary to the therapeutic function of the play, nor, 
o f course, was her presence practical given the all-male 
community. But in Harlem, Kay becomes an essential 
empathetic connection and perceptual guide for the 
community o f predominantly non-veteran audience 
members. Herjoumey ofdiscovery functions as a prototype 
for a passage which Joseph sees as essential for the 
family and for the inner city community if estranged 
veterans are to be accepted back into their embrace.
Another significant similarity between Joseph's play 
and veteran-gene rated performances is the presence o fa  
song as part o f the conclusion. Tracers, A  Vietnam Vet's 
Family Album, and Honeybucket,^ to mention a few, 
end in song. A  song shared by the members o f the cast 
seems to serve in these instances both as a formal and 
celebratory closure to the dramatic narrative and as a 
personal offering to the audience. In song, the members 
o f the cast break the imaginary fourth wall o f the stage, 
shake off their characterizations, and offer themselves 
and their song to the audience in a gesture which both 
asks for and gives a kind o f communal embrace.
Jamal Joseph is what Dan D uffy might call a "Cultural 
Therapist," that is, one who deals in the power o f art to 
heal the individual and the culture.6 He is also, by virtue 
o f both his art and his work within the black community, 
a "Cultural Educator." In his own words, "artists from the 
Afrikan Diaspora have a duty to educate as well as 
entertain."7 Beyond the Call o f  Duty should be seen is 
an attempt on the part o f the artist to fulfill these 
functions within a selective community: first, within a 
prison community o f mostly peers, and then within an 
ever-widening cultural community. The play demonstrates 
a deep empathy for Vietnam veterans who find themselves 
disassociated from their community; out o f that empathy 
has grown the potential to heal and to educate.
Notes
1 Joseph feels his troupe would never have survived if he
had not been able to interest what he calls “heavy 
hitters" from the various racial cliques within the 
prison: individuals with enough respect within their 
own racial community to ignore peer pressure and 
turn the troupe itself into a respected force.
2 All quotations from Jamal Joseph are taken from an
interview with the author conducted atTuoro College 
on November 25, 1991.
3 Johnson’s work has been documented in the following
articles. I also had the opportunity to discuss this 
topic with Johnson on Februaiy 17, 1989. Emanuh, 
Renee and Johnson, David Read. “The Impact o f 
Theatrical Performance on the Self-Images o f Psy­
chiatric Patients." The Arts in Psychotherapy, 10 
(1983), pp. 233-239. Johnson. David Read, “The 
Role o f the Creative Arts Therapies in the Diagnosis 
and Treatment o f Psychological Trauma," The Arts 
in Psychotherapy, 14 (1987), pp. 7-13.
4 A Vietnam Vet's Family Album  was created and per­
formed by a group o f patients under the guidance of
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Dr. David Read Johnson at the VA Medical Center in 
West Haven. Connecticut (see earlier note). It was 
performed for patients and for an invited audience on 
May 31.1985. The play is not published, bu t Johnson 
allowed me to photocopy the working script in 1989. 
The creative process is discussed in Johnson (1987).
5 Honeybucket was written by Vietnam veteran Binaley
Danguilan (Mel) Escueta and performed by a group 
o f veterans from the San Francisco Bay Area between 
1976 and the late 1980s.
According to Escueta. the ending o f the play changed 
several times. Originally, it ended with the ghosts o f 
men who died in Vietnam urging a troubled veteran 
toward suicide. The final version o f the play, dated 
1988, ends with a guitarist playing from the rear o f 
the audience. His music stops the veteran from 
committing suicide and the play ends in song.
6 Dan Duffy, along with one o f his housemates, director
and theater scholar Elise Thoron. is currently at 
work on a weekend symposium which will address 
the power o f art to heal. They call the symposium the 
Institute for Cultural Therapy. I borrow this term 
from their work. (Dan Duffy notes: I picked the term 
up in conversation withKaliTal, who I believe proposed 
it first. See her article “On the Cover o f the Rolling 
Slone — Toward A Theory o f  Cultural Therapy," Viet 
Nam Generation Volume 1, No.l. Winter 1989, The 
Future o f  the Past: Revisionism and Viet Nam .)
7 Among his many other activities. Jamal Joseph has
been serving, since 1988, as a drama therapist and 
counselor to youths who have recently been released 
from prison, or who have a case pending before the 
courts.
F or  t Ne Want of a INaU: JFK , ViET 
Nam , ANd t Ue Miqfrr-HAVE B een
Alasdair Spark. History, King Alfred’s College
A  sniper. A plot to kill the President. A  conspiracy at 
the highest levels o f government. A  military-industrial 
complex threatened by the prospect o f peace, and anxious 
to start a war.
Oliver Stone's JFK? Yes, but also oddly enough the 
plot o f Nicholas Meyer's Star Trek VI: The Undiscovered 
Country. Most o f the reviews o f Star Trek VI have 
pointed toitasapost-Cold War film for the 1990s. the end 
of a series bringing to an end a cult history (with apologies 
to Francis Fukuyama), but few reviewers make the same 
point about JFK. Stone's film is not science fiction, but 
it is a speculation (in and o f itself about the events o f the 
assassination, never mind its relationship to Viet Nam) 
and implicitly dwells upon one o f the central devices o f 
SF—what if. Stone's film surely would not have had the 
same resonance if it had appeared five years ago. 
suggesting as it does that the lessening (and virtual 
disappearance) o f Cold War tensions which characterizes 
superpower relations today all could have happened 
thirty years ago... if President Kennedy had lived.
All this has long been a hobby o f historians (in a 
sense, it is the basis o f their work); in 1932 J.C. Squire 
edited a famous collection entitled I f  It Had Happened 
Otherwise in which speculations were offered by. amongst 
others, Winston Churchill. Such “what ifs?" have also 
long been a central device o f science fiction, and alternative 
histories a favorite theme, for instance, in the history 
where the Protestant reformation never took place 
(Kingsley Amis' The Alteration, or Keith Robert's 
Pavane), or the Confederate South won the American 
Civil War (Ward Moore’s Bring the Jubilee), or Hitler the 
Second World War (the most popular alteration o f all. 
perhaps, best represented by Philip Dick's The Man in 
the High Castle). All establish moments—hinge-points— 
where history took a different path—some important, 
others trivial in themselves.
For Stone’s JFK, the hinge point is obvious—the 
assassination, and the fresh commitment to the Viet Nam 
War made by the alleged text o f National Security Action 
Memorandum 273— as Stone imparts his personal 
veteran 's backspin to the conspiracy theories o f 
assassination buffs, to suggest that the deaths o f two 
million Vietnamese and 58.000 Americans need not have 
happened. Etone's “thesis'' surely evades anything but a 
simple-minded understanding o f the forces leading to 
American intervention, but true or false, the hinge of 
those awful moments in Dealey Plaza has stimulated 
“what if?" fiction. George Bernau's Promises to Keep 
(1989) stands as an interesting companion text to Stone’s 
JFK: in it. the President survives the assassination, sits 
out a term convalescing, and returns to office after 
fighting the President from Texas—his ex-vice-President— 
for the nomination, determined to get the nation out of 
the Viet Nam War. His brother has died, assassinated by 
the sabotage o f his helicopter while visiting the War, 
pointing to a second “what if?” the one which caused 
Daniel Ellsberg to bread down in the documentaiy Hearts 
and Minds (1972), at the thought o f what might have 
been if RFK had not been shot in 1968.
In science fiction, the new wave writer J.G. Ballard 
wrote in the Sixties o f the fascination of the event in his 
short story, suitably transgressively entitled “The 
Assassination o f John F. Kennedy Considered as a 
Downhill Motor Race" while in the Seventies. Bariy 
Malzberg wrote the novel The Destruction o f  the 
Temple ([1969], pre-figured by his 1969 short story, “A 
Soul Song to the Sad. Silly. Soaring Sixties") in which the 
events o f the murder are constantly re-enacted for the 
gratification ofa  movie director, actors, and the audience. 
But, perhaps the most mature alternative history novel 
science fiction has yet produced also concerns these 
events—G regoiy Benford’s masterly Nebula Award 
winning Timescape (1980). Benford neatly combines an 
alternative history with communication across time, with 
intermingled narratives set in the future and the past. In 
1998 the planet is slowly being assassinated by algae fed 
by man made pollutants, which are starving the oceans 
o f oxygen. Two scientists experiment with tachyons— 
particles which travel faster than light—in order to try to 
communicate with the previous generation, and send 
back a warning o f things to come. In California, in 1962.
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a graduate scientist Gregory Bernstein receives the 
messages as persistent interference in his nuclear 
magnetic resonance experiment. Deciphering them, he 
fails to convince his colleagues and the scientific 
establishment o f their veracity, the Press ignore his story 
and... and forty pages from the end o f the book, the Sixties 
section o f the novel reaches this date: November 22, 
1963. The familiar chain o f events in Dealey Plaza 
interrupts the life o f the University (Oswald arrested. 
Cronkite on TV, waiting for news outside Parkland 
hospital), except... except that a high school student is 
also on the top floor o f the Texas School Book Depository. 
He speaks to reporters minutes later:
“You had not seen Oswald before? You had no 
sign that he had a rifle and—"
“Look, like 1 said. I was down here to get 
some magazines. Mr. Aiken is doin' this special 
two-day extra-credit project in our college level 
physics course, the PSTone. It was on the stuff 
in this magazine, the Senior Scholastic. Mr. 
Aiken, he had me come down here to get 'em for 
the class this afternoon. There was something' 
about y'know this ah, signal from the future 
an—'"
“The shots—how many o f them hit?”
“Hit what?"
“The President!”
“Hell, I dunno. He got off two 'em okay. I 
socked him good just before the third." (385)
The Zapruder film, the third shot, the head-shot—at 
this instant the reader knows that the “future" will 
change, in a coda set ten years later, the messages have 
been believed, and Bernstein is a recognized authority in 
a new science which rode piggy-back into the public eye 
on the events in Dallas. Just as Benford neatly uses the 
Kennedy assassination as a hinge-point, but without 
romanticizing the President, it isn't made clear if the Viet 
Nam War has been avoided (perhaps it has been won?), 
and our expectations are similarly overturned when 
Robert Kennedy is reported to have lost the 1968 election— 
caught in a wire-tapping scandal. History has been 
changed, but not by the route intended. It isn't even 
certain that Bernstein's warning will prevent the pollution, 
but Benford finishes the novel with an ironic affirmation 
o f free will: “ there was yet still time."
Timescape is an extraordinary novel, one which the 
above summary can’t give justice to—do read it ifyou can. 
With the same sense o f irony about what might have 
been, Norman Mailer in his article on JFKin the February 
1992 issue o f Vanity Fair draws attention to a darker 
alternate history than Stone's, quoting from Jonathan 
Yardley's Washington Post review of Thomas Reeves’ 
book JFK: A Question o f  Character (1991):
“ (R eeves) an a lys is  su ggests  that the 
assassination of John Kennedy, however cruel 
and ghastly, may have spared the nation 
something even worse than the prolonged orgy 
o f grief and hagiography which followed it. He 
suggests that the gentlemen's agreement by
which details o f Kennedy’s private life were 
kept secret might well have been violated, for 
whatever reason, during a second term, and 
that a vole o f impeachment might well have 
followed.
This, had it come to pass, could have been 
more damaging even than Watergate. The 
spectacle o f a president o f the United States on 
trial for illicit liaisons within and without the 
White House, for questionable relations with 
ranking figures in the underworld-this would 
have been more than the United States o f the 
mid-1960s could have stomached." (109)
Ah, but what if...?
REM F REVIEWS
by David A. Willson. Green River Community College
Moriarty, Tom H. (Joe Rodriguez in Saigon stories]
“Murder in Saigon" in The Man From U.N.C.L.E.
Magazine, v.2 n.2. September 1966, pp.60-90. 
“The Saigon Charade" in TheManFromU.N.C.L.E.
Magazine, v.2, n.5, December 1966. pp.88-118. 
“Condition Red in Saigon" in The Man From 
U.N.C.L.E. Magazine, v.4, n.2. September 1967, 
pp. 106-123.
Chatain, Robert [stories from Ant War)
“The Adventure o f  the M a ntises ” in New  
American Review If7, edited by Theodore 
Solotaroff. New York : New American Library, 
1969. pp. 150-158.
“Notes on the present configuration of the Red- 
Blue conflict" in The Best o f  TriQuarterly.
edited byJonalhan Brent. New York: Washington 
Square Press (Pocket Books), 1982. pp.28-31. 
"On the Perimeter" in New American Review 13, 
edited by Theodore Solotaroff. New Y o rk : Simon 
& Schuster (Touchstone Books), 1971. pp. 112- 
131.
Deming, John (stories from Saigon Tea]
“Beside the Dakao Bridge" in The Chariton 
Review, v. 14, n .l, Spring 1988. pp.22-29.
"The Day Tom Left" in Ascent, v. 13. n .3 ,198?. pp.44- 
50.
“Hotel St. Jacques” in New Mexico Humanities 
Review, v. 10, n.2. Summer 1987. pp.5-13. 
“Isaac Hayes Sang the Blues" in Crosscurrents, 
v.9. n.2, June 1990. pp.22-27.
“New in Country/Novel Excerpt" in Other Voices 
6/7, Fall 1987. pp.131-138.
"Poor Billy" in New Mexico Humanities Review. 
[Spring 1990?], pp.??
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“Saigon Tea" in The Missouri Review, v . , n . , 1986. 
pp.45-52.
“Saturday in Vung Tau" in The Richmond  
Quarterly, v.9, n.4. Spring 1987. pp.35-41.
[full bibliographic data unavailable for some 
items —  corrections will appear in later columnl
Moriarty, Chatain. and Deming— three unpublished 
novelists. The three authors I will present this time are 
authors o f REMF novels which have yet to be published 
and may never be published. I will have to manufacture 
the title ofTom  H. Moriarty's REMF novel, because I have 
been unable to contact him to cross examine him about 
anything. The title I've bestowed on his novel is Joe 
Rodriguez in Saigon. If 1 could locate him. I'd attempt 
to get his permission to publish his Joe Rodriguez stories 
in one volume.
TOM H. MORIARTY
The Joe Rodriguez stories are not particularly well 
told, nor do the characters ever come alive on the page, 
but the details fascinate me. The Tonto-speak o f the bar 
girl/informant Poc Lo Nang is unlike any lingo I ever 
heard from the many bar girls with whom I had endless 
confabulations during December 1966 (the date o f 
publication o f this story.) But 1 would not claim that I 
could do any better than Moriarty at representing the 
speech o f bar girls. Many readers o f my unpublished 
novel Bobby 8l Billy in Saigon have told me that one of 
the novel's main characters. Snow, a Saigon bar girl, is 
entirely too proficient in the English idiom. Here is Poc Lo 
Nang speaking: “Student Luong Bai. I meet here. He say 
VC ready fo’ big bango. You meet him. Fled?" (T h e  Saigon 
Charade." p. 101) You have to give Moriarty credit for 
trying to create a major Vietnamese character for his 
stories.
"Murder in Saigon" — The blurb sets the scene, 
“Somewhere in troubled Saigon lay the key to a 
deadly riddle. And somewhere a lone Yank had to 
follow a trail of blood and danger —  even into Red 
China itself..." (p.61)
This story is about greenbacks appearing in Saigon. 
“Because the people o f Southeast Asia are hungry for 
United States money." (p.64) “Murder in Saigon" was 
published in the same month and year I arrived in Saigon, 
and 1 certainly agree with Joe Rodriguez's view of the 
Saigon scent. T h ey  called Saigon The Pearl o f the Orient 
and The Paris o f the East... a breeding nest o f spies, 
traitors, and two-way opportunists... It was alive with the 
excitement o f young stuff, hard liquor, spicy foods, and 
bizarre sights." (p.64)
Whether Moriarty has based his stories on personal 
experience or careful research I don't know, but I suspect 
he has been to Saigon, probably as a journalist.
“...South Vietnamese looked exactly like North 
Vietnamese or like Viet Cong. In this wedge o f 
Southeast Asia, natives o f neighboring Laos 
and Cam bodia were also look-alikes to 
Vietnamese.
A  waiter, a bus boy. a pedal jockey on a tricycle 
taxi could be a Viet Cong agent probing for new 
CIC arrivals to stake out for later mayhem or 
robbery. Those Americans who had gone before 
had learned the hard way." (p.64-65)
I'm certain I never had that thought during my six 
months or so o f hanging out in Saigon, nor do I remember 
my buddies expressing such notions. O f course the hero 
of these stories is Joe Rodriguez, and 27-year-old, activated 
Army reservist, a sergeant and an L.A. cop. He's bound to 
think differently than a typical teenage soldier or even 
from a 24-year-old draftee with an English B .A
The language we as readers have learned to expect 
from Vietnam War stories is in short supply in this 
material. Moriarty uses the term "Saigon Commando" 
(p.66) and that’s about it. He does have a nose and on 
page 66 refers to Cholon as “dark and gamey," and later 
comments. T h e  awful odor of Cholon lessened." (p.73) 
T h e  Saigon Charade" has another great blurb. “Deep 
in war-tom Viet Nam, the Red hordes had fashioned a 
monstrous weapon o f death — and only a lone Yank 
detective had a chance to find and destroy it in time!" T h e  
Saigon Charade" has a nice awareness o f the enemy. T h e  
VC had long since proven exceptionally crafty at 
improvisation — to disguise themselves and raid well- 
guarded air fields, to bomb and to mine large hotels in the 
heart o f Saigon, to bring in quantities o f military supplies 
under the noses o f military surveillance, and to disappear 
underground in caves." (p. 115)
Some language o f the time pops up in this story. 
“Look to the left o f the gooks firing at us!" (p. 103) On page 
108. Joe calls Saigon "a city which had long become a 
symbol for the foulest and most unexplainable, most 
illogical treachery in the world." Repealed lectures begin 
to appear. “One o f the eternal obstacles [sic] in this war 
was sorting out the invisible tags on these uniformly 
saffron-colored members o f the Mongoloid sub-race." 
(p.l 13) An elegantly racist way o f saying that all gooks 
look alike. But he didn't fool me.
"C ond ition  Red in S a igon "— anoth er great 
introduction blurb. “Alone, deep in enemy territory, a 
hunted man and a girl sought the answer to the awesome 
secret that had cost a good man his life — and threatened 
to reduce Saigon to rubble!" (p. 107)
Sgt. Joe Rodriguez has been promoted to Lt. Joe 
Rodriguez (maybe I have missed a story or two) o f the U.S. 
Army Counter Intelligence Corps, and has left Saigon 
behind for a while. He is in Hanoi impersonating a 
Brazilian merchant playboy. This story is less believable 
than a “Rambo” stoiy. but still chock full o f fun details.
A  misprint caught my eye, "...the discotheque 
gyrations o f G.l.'s and the hostesses in their bao dai 
pantaloon sheaths" and references to V.C. helicopters, 
"...V.C. forces had put a flight o f seven Russian-built 
helicopters into the air against the Americans close by 
Saigon to the northwest." (p.l 19)
As in previously discussed stories, Moriarty alludes 
to the wily Asian tendency to visual similarity. “What a 
problem was this war o f cousinly mongoloid lookalikes."
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(p. 121) Not only did theV.C. have helicopters, butalsoan 
A-bomb with which they intended to wipe Saigon off the 
map. But they were foiled by Lt. Joe Rodriguez and his 
derring-do.
Moriarty has written three mostly dumb stories 
about American military spies doing their spook work in 
the Saigon o f 1966-67. but which contain observations 
which are often interesting and sometimes intelligent. A 
probably unintended side-effect o f the stories is the 
valorizing o f the enemy. Their wiliness, their weaponry, 
and their Chinese allies make them almost impossible to 
defeat. And even when defeated by Joe Rodriguez in a 
thrilling episode, the story makes clear that they are 
lurking in the wings, ready to try again. God help us when 
Joe's tour o f duty ends. 1 think the Commies may win!
ROBERT CHATAIN
Robert Chatain is the author o f the novel Ant War. 
In his own words. “On Ant War. I've decided not to do 
anything with it for now: the manuscript is a mess and a 
quick look through it last year convinced me that many 
of[the] stories were better in earlier versions than the way 
they finally wound up after making the rounds o f 
publishers in 72-73. so eventually I want to go through it 
and restore the cuts, cut the adds, maybe even rewrite 
chapters that didn't work, but I can't look at it for awhile 
yet." (personal letter o f 24 May 1991)
Bob was bom in San Francisco and attended Columbia 
University. He served in the U.S. Army in Vietnam, 
stationed at Long Binh with the Saigon Support Command 
from January to October 1968.
No novelist has captured better than Robert Chatain 
the special circumstances o f being a clerk at Long Binh. 
His story, “Notes on the present configuration o f the Red- 
Blue conflict" was actually written in a “frigid, air- 
conditioned office in Long Binh. Vietnam" in 1968. His 
other stories were written directly from his experience as 
a clerk, a REMF. at Long Binh. I arrived home from 
Vietnam in October 1967, which gave me just enough 
time to grow out my hair and beard so that when I 
watched the Tet Offensive on TV, I shared no outward 
packaging with the soldiers at Long Binh.
I had considered (briefly) re-upping or extending 
further in Vietnam. But the mamasan who cleaned my 
hooch and polished my boots took me aside and had a 
chat with me one day in September 1967. “No stay 
Vietnam. Go home. You stay, number 10,000." She was 
shaking her head at me and looking into my callow 
American soul. “V.C. come in Tet. kill you." Yeah, right 
mamasan. I'm scared. But I thought about what she said, 
and I went home, melted into the University District in 
Seattle, and waited for the New Year. When it came and 
the Tet Offensive followed, my suspicions that our hooch 
maid was a serving officer with the Viet Cong were greatly 
increased.
Robert Chatain's story (from Ant War) “On the 
Perimeter" deals with many o f the usual Vietnam War 
story subjects: guard duty: the tunnels (“Long tunnels, 
winding back upon themselves, coiling for miles, VC 
moving south in such tunnels, some captured with 
stories o f traveling two hundred miles underground."
p. 115): currency fiddles: dope smoking: the special smells 
o f Vietnam: and Army chow — from C-rations to lobster 
tails with drawn butter.
Chatain's novel also deals with less familiar subjects. 
His “On the Perimeter" has a brief but telling section 
about the riot at Long Binh Jail.
“How come you went in?"
“Well, what are you going to do? Let a bunch 
o f militants take the place over?" (p. 130)
"What's the status o f things now?" I asked.
“Most everyone is sleeping outside: the 
fucking Afros are fenced o ff by themselves. 
When they feel like giving their right names, 
they can come out."
“I guess technically it was the worst stockade 
riot in Army history."
The MP sneered. “Technically." (p. 131)
The section o f Chatain's story which chilled my blood 
and made me thank the mamasan for her advice is 
headed “RAGNAROK": (p. 128)
"When it comes, the attack rolls through the 
bunker line effortlessly. Some o f us escape by 
lying in our bunkers pretending to be dead. The 
depot is destroyed: Long Binh's thousands of 
clerks take to the woods. A  general offensive 
th roughou t V ie tn am  pan ics the U .S. 
commanders and triggers full-scale bombing 
raids on Hanoi. Haiphong, the panhandle, and 
the Ho Chi Minh trail. We cross the DMZ and 
fight our way deep into North Vietnamese 
lerritoiy. Chinese troops enter the war and 
bring us to a standstill. Russian. Chinese. 
North Vietnamese. South Vietnamese, Laotian, 
and American aircraft battle in the skies. U.S. 
ships engage Russian and North Vietnamese 
craft at the approaches to Haiphong harbor. 
Our bombers strike at supply routes on both 
sides o f the Chinese border. Fire storms destroy 
Saigon: the government falls. A provisional 
coalition government is formed. Plans are 
announced for the possible evacuation o f all 
American troops from Indochina. The President 
o f the United States is assassinated and right- 
wing pressure forces the new President to take 
strong military action in Southeast Asia. Our 
troops make amphibious landings along the 
North Vietnamese Red River Delta and strike 
directly for Hanoi. Chinese planes attack ships 
o f the Sixth Fleet. Limited nuclear war begins. 
Land-based missiles are launched against 
enemy missile sites. China's government is 
destroyed. The United States suffers fifteen 
percent casualties. Russia suffers ten percent 
casualties. Ballistic missile submarines at sea 
are given orders to strike population centers. 
Everybody dies."
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Bob's comment in a letter to me (dated 24 May 1991) 
— “After Tet most o f the clerks were confined to the post 
most o f the time. My only trips to town were riding 
shotgun on courier runs." One of the side-effects o f the 
post-Tet confinement o f American soldiers was much 
increased alcohol consumption and dope use. Few ever 
believe me when I'm queried about my dope use in 
Vietnam (they've seen Oliver Slone's Platoon and believe 
every word. “It was so real, I’m soriy I missed it man.") I 
used no dope in Vietnam, nor saw any used, but if I'd been 
stationed at Long Binh post-Tet, with the total lack of 
illusion about being a tourist in sunny and gay South 
Vietnam, and was (in some dank comer o f my mind) 
awaiting another Tet Offensive (“Long Binh's thousands 
o f clerks take to the woods." p. 128), God knows what self 
medication I may have sought.
Chatain's work brought home to me how different 
was the war for post-Tet REMFs, and has done a lot to 
reduce my feelings o f contempt for those who followed me 
in Vietnam and had much rougher tours o f duty than I 
had, even though they occupied the same desks in the 
same air-conditioned Army office building. Air conditioning 
is no defense against rocket attack or NVA soldiers.
JOHN DEMING
John Deming's novel is entitled Saigon Tea. John 
worked for USAID and for RMK-BRJ intermittently from 
1966 to 1971 in the Saigon area. In his own words, “There 
has been virtually nothing written about the experiences 
o f civilians during the war aside from my work." He has 
been unable to interest any publisher in his novel, 
although a considerable quantity o f it has been published 
in literary journals. John's fictional treatment o f his 
experiences as a member o f the Cercle Sportif and part o f 
the “French educated elite" crowd is unlike any Vietnam 
War fiction 1 have read.
1 guess strictly speaking, Deming’s Vietnam War 
fiction isn't REMF. Deming was ayoung American civilian, 
and so are most o f the important characters in the stories 
from Saigon Tea. which I've read. The milieu, the 
experiences, and much of the context (minus the Army 
bullshit) is the same that I as an Army clerk experienced 
in the sLx months I was stationed at Tan Son Nhul.
Certainly his story “SaigonTea" intersects significantly 
with my Saigon experience. Deming's first sentence, 
“There was a record player, a bartender, and a girl behind 
the bar" (p.45). puts me right where I'd been so many 
times. “The woman turned and smiled at me. She moved 
her hand under the bar, the front o f her dress came out 
when she leaned over. 1 could see most o f her breasts. I 
decided that I liked her after all." (p.47)
Deming's presentation o f the Tu Do Street bar scene 
is unsurpassed in Vietnam War fiction. I can attest to the 
accuracy o f the details, physical and emotional. Hisother 
stories (all part o f the novel) however. I take on faith. 
Everything he presents happens close to where I was. but 
as a civilian and a member o f the Cercle Sportif. he was 
intimate with things I had no access to.
In his story “Hotel St. Jacques," the characters, who 
we see in most o f Deming’s stories, go on a sort o f weekend 
vacation to a beach hotel. The beach is covered with black 
lumps o f fishermen’s shit and the group is fired upon by
trigger-happy ARVN soldiers. “We drank the wine and 
toasted the Vietnamese Army, and President Thieu, and 
President Nixon, and all the other wonderful people we 
could think of." (p. 12) I had no experiences o f this sort in 
South Vietnam, nor did 1 wish such. 1 went water skiing 
on the Saigon River once, but that's a veiy different story. 
An Army story.
“Beside the Dakao Bridge" presents another 
experience alien to me. The scene at the Cercle Sportif is 
fully presented and intimately. I stood in front a few 
times, very much on the outside looking in, but 1 never 
had a clue about how I could get to the rich Frenchified 
young girls in bikinis. Deming’s story makes it clear I 
never could have. My lack of French was the smallest 
barrier.
“Later, oul at the pool. I sat in a lounge chair 
and looked at the Vietnamese girls. The girls of 
the Cercle Sportif were young, mostly in their 
teens, slim and small breasted, bikinis barely 
covering pubic hair and nipples, bodies sleek 
and tanned, gleaming with oil and the glow o f 
health and youth. They were the children o f 
privilege, the daughters o f rich businessmen 
and high government officials, and although 
some were virginal, none were innocent, with 
even the youngest old beyond their years and 
knowing exactly what they wanted, hungry to 
get out, to escape the inevitable collapse that 
everyone knew was just a matter o f lime, the 
only way they could, the way their older sisters 
had, encouraged by their parents, hoping for a 
Frenchman, but willing to settle for a German 
or an Italian, or even as a last resort, and 
American, anyone really, as long as they would 
marry them and take them out o f Vietnam." 
(pp.23-24)
Deming’s stories drip with sweat — “Otto was new in 
country and not used to the climate and the hair on the 
back o f his neck was wet with sweat" (from “New in 
Countiy/Novel Excerpt" p. 132) — and authenticity. He 
continues to work on his Vietnam stories and I continue 
to hope that he'll find a publisher for his novel. 1 expect 
that the depressed market for Vietnam War books will 
continue to make room for MIA fantasies and grunt 
memoirs, but will not make available John Deming's 
stories o f the Cercle Sportif crowd. John is right when he 
says, “Still everyone who has been in Vietnam has lived 
through many o f the same shared experiences and we are 
all brothers in a way that those who weren't there can’t 
understand." (letter of 9 February 1990)
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HaIF o f THree is Two
Alan Farrell, Modem Languages. Hampden-Sydney 
College
"Combat," the Detachment Sergeant once told me, “is 
a world where half o f three is two": that is, where any 
reasoning, order, array, reference point you may once 
have understood is now skewed, cock-eyed but still 
systematic—even mathematic— and predictable and 
inevitable. Just other. Half o f three rounds is two rounds. 
Half o f three men is two men. Half o f three grenades is two 
grenades. And a whole series o f corollaries follows from 
this ineluctable initial premise: twice as many as 100 
rounds is three hundred rounds; twice as much as one 
block ofC-4 is three blocks o f C-4; three good men less one 
dead man is one scared man. “Understand that," Team 
Sergeant assured me, “and you understand combat. 
Don’t—or don't want to— understand it? Stay home! 
You'll get yourself killed and take a good trooper with 
you."
1970. And I have made it back home, out o f Viet Nam, 
Republic of. Without glory perhaps, but with my ass. I 
have plumped safely down into grad school in Boston, 
Massachusetts, where about the worst anyone seems to 
be able to do to me is bore me stiff. Slogged out in front 
o f my teevee one wind-buffeted New England afternoon, 
jaw  slack, eyes glazed, lids settling, arm up to the elbow 
in a bowl o f potato chips, slender filament o f drool 
trickling down my chin, I am in a state o f grace. Across the 
screen flashes the War, myWaronsixocloeknews. Outside, 
in the settling gloom, errant leaves plunk against the 
storm-window. Thunk. And with distant and detached 
amusement. Thunk. I disengage myself from my lethargy. 
Thunk. Squint to focus on the dancing images. Thunk. 
Somehow the thing had seemed so much bigger. Thunk. 
Than this flickering square o f grayblue light that winks at 
me from across the room. Thunk. Absently. I shovel a 
fistful o f potato chips into my mouth. Thunk. Co get 'em, 
guys.
Just now, one o f those blow-dried, razor-cut 
commentators, duly decked out in a braaaaaaaand shiny 
new coat, man's, combat, tropical, sateen olive green 
quartermaster shade 109, is reciting the litany of horror 
that is today’s Dose for the Nation. Some druggie Sp/4 
with his hair parted in the middle is squawking, maaaaan, 
like, about soldiers’ rights, y'know. A  couple o f black guys 
wearing those little round sunglasses are thumping each 
other in what we learn is a ritual greeting, to which all the 
brothers in the Nam are addicted. The village o f Bum 
Phuc—or is it Ben Sue—has been inadvertently shelled, 
so a stiff-necked, white-walled spokesman from the 
Umpth Infantry is trying to explain what a shortround is. 
Cut back to the correspondent. A dull “wump!" followed 
by a sharp explosion in the distance behind him. “A 
mortar round," he announces, peering calmly over his 
shoulder, “has struck not fiftyyards from here.” Unhurried, 
he drones on about rice cashes (which he pronounces 
cachet) and checkerboard patrols and the plucky guys of 
the Five-Oh-Deuce and some villager who insists on 
bleating his outrage into the camera for the living rooms
o f America. Wump! Ba-loom! “Another round has hit. 
about fifty yards off that way now." he interposes, the 
merest riffle o f irritation discernible in his voice, then 
drifts back into his reportaaaaaaaage. (Which I gather is 
a lot like reporting only classier.)
Wump!
I stiffen, sit up. My mouth has gone dry. My lips form 
soundless words. I struggle to get up from the chair. 
Transfixed, I cannot move. Short, guttural coughs fill the 
back o f my throat: “Ggggggggggg... Ggggggggguck.... 
Gggggggtlt.... Get out. you silly sunuvabitch!" I want to 
get out. too. Torpor smothers in me another impulse: 
llight. “Get out! Get out!" I shriek out loud. All this in the 
mili-second following that whump.
And sure enough, the picture wobbles and the screen 
goes black.
O f course, this is yesterday's event, as I recollect in 
time. And sure enough, the anchorman returns to assure 
us in his grave, avuncu lar lone that, yes, our 
correspondent was. in fact, struck by fragments from a 
mortar round during the filming o f this segment, although 
he, our correspondent, was not critically injured and, 
yes. don't we all wish him well and hope he'll be back on 
his beat in good order.
And smarter. I should hope.
What happened to this guy was that he watched 
enemy mortarmen “split a 100-meter bracket": that is set 
one round long and one short, by fifty meters each, o f a 
target, namely our correspondent. Maybe he thought 
mortars “walked" toward you and that when the second 
one skipped over him. the next would happily “walk" on 
off into the vegetation. When you split a 100-meter 
bracket, the next command, in aaaaaaanybody’s amiy, 
it “Drop Five-zero! Fire for effect!" And sure enough, our 
Correspondent wound up having to “bouffer du 82mm," 
my monlagnards would say: “eat an 82inm." As was 
ordained.
Yet my reflex was still good. The conditioned response 
o f any infantryman, o f anyone who understood what 
small-unit combat, small-scale warfare was like. It was 
no intuition or faiiy sense: it's how you make war. It 
would be the reaction o f anyone who knew what it meant 
to close with the enemy, exchange fire at close range. O f 
a trained, professional infantryman. But this guy was no 
infantryman. Somebody had dressed this journalist up in 
a baggy green blouse, issued him a flak jacket, fitted him 
with a pair o f those nifty jungle boots, assured him that 
he was on a Constitutional mission, and squired him into 
harm’s way without telling him what happens when you 
let yourself get bracketed! And he had hung around the 
troopies a little and picked up some lingo and let a couple 
days' beard grow and heard a couple o f rounds pop. 
Maybe he had even seen a dead man.
What he had not seen was Combat.
War is a profession. It’s not a game. It seems to be a 
profession that Americans take to reluctantly enough— 
and God b less them  for that— under o rd in ary  
circumstances, but with the appropriate brutality when 
the time comes—and God bless them for that, too. But it 
is no game, and brutality is not enough. And the 
infantryman, unlike our correspondent, does not drift in
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and out o f it as the odd “stoiy" pops up. He lives in mud 
and shit, constantly sick, always exhausted, hungry, 
sleepless, and he grows more and more distant from 
those who were his family and friends and classmates as 
he gets more and more competent at this new trade. Nor 
does he have the privilege simply to suffer and die like, 
say, the infinitely more fortunate who are merely starving 
to death. The infantiyman is expected to fight: not simply 
die but fight first, then die. He becomes cynical, 
professional, mechanical and intuitive at once: mechanical 
at the business o f wielding his weapons and delivering his 
fire: intuitive at where and when to ply this craft. It is a 
world o f absolutes and final decisions and monotony and 
reluctance.
It is a world you cannot know unless you are initiated. 
And you cannot be initiated unless you serve in the 
infantry. So not confuse Combat, now, with War or 
Horror or Suffering or Torture or Massacre or any o f the 
thousand-odd other ways human beings have found to 
choke, gasp, retch, spew. spit, and piss life away. Look at 
any television documentary. See that guy hunched over, 
lugging his rifle, galumphing ungainly through the ruins 
o f Stalingrad, scuttling across the beach at Tarawa, 
trundling over the snow at the Bulge, laboring across No- 
Man's Land on the Somme? That’s combat. 1 do not say 
Courage or Braveiy or G ioiy or Victory or Defeat or 
Vindication or Freedom and certainly not Right or Wrong. 
Only combat. And it's no part-time job. And no enterprise 
to be entered into with reservations or demurrers, as a 
generation o f don'wanna-bes found out in Vietnam.
Out o f the fog o f the past I have a fuzzy picture o f two 
young paratroopers, sucking down a single cold coke, 
sharing it as men will, on the medevac strip at Pleiku one 
sweltering, shimmering Vietnam morning till a dustoff 
chopper sets down noisily on the Umphst Evac Hospital 
pad. “Give us a hand," shouts the crewchief, and we 
scurry over to the shuddering aircraft. “Guys from the 
Umpth Infantry." The Umpth is made up almost entirely 
o f draftees. In. out: Basic. AIT. 30 days leave. Vietnam 
and back home! The American Plan. Crewchief swings 
the M-60 aside, screams at the top o f his lungs still to 
make himself heard over the downwinding rotors. “Point 
in a patrol. Took a B-40.“ We grab hold o f a mousy little 
man with straight, straw-colored hair and thick glasses, 
dazed and speechless, a grenadier who has been showered 
with shrapnel. One lens o f his glasses shattered. Thick, 
dark blood clotted on the welts left by entering fragments. 
We lug him o ff in a sitting position, small, forlorn waif, his 
M-79 clutched to his chest.
We grab a kid stretched out on the chopper floor. Big, 
good-looking blond. Broad shoulders, blue eyes wide 
open, vacant, pin-point pupils. I heft him under the 
shoulders. His head rolls over against my arm. Mush. 
Back of his head is much. Medic shakes his head glumly 
as we set him on a litter. Emergency staff wheels him 
toward the swinging doors o f the emergency room. He 
disappears from sight.
My buddy and I return to the apron and take a schlurf 
from the now-warm coke. Silence. An empty sandbag, 
driven by the wind, skitters across the perforated steel 
panels o f the landing pad. Silence.
“That kid," 1 say, “should be on a beach in California 
somewhere chasing girls." My buddy, who is not a hard 
man, but who has seen fire and death with me for sixteen 
months now. looks up from his coke with immense 
fatigue but no satisfaction and replies: “He was trying to 
get out o f something." He meant, o f course, that the guy 
had let himself be drafted and made a soldier. Had not 
embraced the profession, had never volunteered, had 
only taken what they gave him—eight, twelve, sixteen 
weeks of perfunctory training—let them shove him into a 
unit made up entirely o f inexperienced and unwilling kids 
like himself, had in short taken War to be a game, a place 
to count days, a thing to be got through, a thing to be done 
with your fingers crossed, a thing to be done as half­
heartedly as sitting through classes or stringing on the 
team, a thing to be in but not part o f  He was trying to get 
out o f something. And now he would die for it.
Oddly enough, though, no one had ever asked him to 
believe in this war or even in War. Certainly no one ever 
asked me that. But people had, perhaps, given him to 
understand that this war might be useless or wrong or 
unjust or unimportant and thus something he could 
walk through. The blond-haired kid with the caved-in 
skull was drafted, urged on by disembodied voices and 
folksy images and vague notions o f duty and country, 
maybe even the fear to reveal his reluctance to serve: the 
newsman followed vanity and ambition, knew he could 
sit when he pleased, stand when he pleased, smoke, eat, 
sleep when he pleased, go home when he pleased, and 
never, never have to hunch over and lug that rifle forward 
into the darkness. But in the end they both paid the price. 
'Cause half o f three is two.
VAlid OffERS, TechNiCAl TRUTh
Tom Yori, RR2. Box 1300. Brooks. Maine. 04921
Excerpted from Twentieth Century Twosteps, a memoir 
ofYori's experiences as a Viet Nam War era draft dodger, 
1970-1972, in progress.
The alarm clock buzzed in the dark that Sunday 
morning and I turned it off. I didn’t turn on a light, but 
went about dressing in the darkness, just before 5:30 in 
the morning. My clothes for the trip had been all laid out 
the night before—Gary's pants. Gary's sweater, and 
Gary's socks too. Also those gorgeous wingtips. I step into 
them as easily as bedroom slippers: it's like putting on 
Daddy's boots. The shirt and tie and jacket are courtesy 
o f Bruce across the hall. He's bigger than me, heavier 
than me by twenty pounds. From neck to toe 1 sloshed 
around, fitting the last few odds and ends in the carefully 
prepared suitcase. My own few tattered rags were packed 
at the bottom. They’d be seen there o f course if someone 
inspected the suitcase but I was just exercising my half- 
assed psychology: I wanted the decent impressions to 
come first. At the very bottom were my manuscripts, 
saved from theft, saved through eveiything.
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I unplugged the alarm clock and packed it in the open 
suitcase. Gary's suitcase. I made myself breakfast while 
light began to come in the windows. I ate well. I know. I 
think it was eggs and perhaps bacon, which we hadn't 
given ourselves for breakfast in our slay, and potatoes I 
think. And a piece o f orange cake. It may have been the 
last. Cindy baked it the night before, and we celebrated 
my job offer and trip to the border where I would become 
a landed immigrant that morning. The night before I 
think we even bought me beer; we weren't going to wait 
for my return. When I returned, we would have a real 
celebration, unclouded by the inescapable thought o f 
something going wrong.
If everything went right. I'd come back early Sunday 
afternoon, a certified real human being again. We'd lake 
some o f the forty-five dollars cash and buy beer and 
enough food to choke on; early Monday I'd get up with a 
crashing hangover and lots o f moaning, go to the bank 
and cash my check, buy the banjo I've been looking at for 
two months, and board a bus and be on my way to my job 
as a desk clerk in British Columbia. I've been here in Van 
two months. In order to get Landed today I have to pull off 
a Spontaneous Application: that is, cross south back into 
the States, travel east in Washington to a quiet border 
crossing, then swing north and have an interview with a 
Canadian immigration official as though I'm coming up 
from the U.S. Which, technically. I am...
I am now six weeks overdue to report for induction: 
there may or may not have been a warrant out for me. Our 
intelligence was lacking on this point; the Committee 
gave me the name and ID o f a student from London. 
Ontario and told me. “If for any reason your application 
is denied"—that is. at the Canadian side o f the border— 
"andyou have to go back"—that is through U.S. customs— 
“use your Canadian ID."
And if my application was denied. 1 would have to go 
to another station to return to Canada and Vancouver. To 
recapitulate: IntotheU.S. from VancouverunderCanadian 
ID (which claimed I was three inches taller than my actual 
height and brown o f eyes whereas I am actually blue), 
then laterally to another station to apply spontaneously 
(remember, there was no time to arrange an appointment) 
at a Canadian station for immigration. Thence, if the 
application is favored, into Canada, free, and to my job. 
where im m igration offic ia ls would check on me 
subsequently to confirm that I was straight. And finally, 
if the border man crapped me. I'd return to the U.S. under 
Canadian ID. return to the original point o f crossing, and 
return to Vancouver to hope for better luck another day.
Everything was ready, then, when the alarm clock 
buzzed. I had my immigration file in the suitcase, a 
gorgeous tissue o f plausible lies saying 1 was educated, 
law-abiding, o f high moral character, solvent. And the 
letter o f employment from the Latvian couple.
I had forty-five dollars American cash in my pocket: 
I think we’d gone to the bank and withdrawn all but the 
last o f our collected account. In my wallet 1 had carefully 
folded the $300 check from my brother. Still with my 
name on it. There: me.
Now. I am finishing my orange cake. There was 
another piece. 1 am giving it the eye and telling it to say
its prayers. My fingers are twitching in its direction while 
my social conscience tells me to leave some for Gary and 
Cindy, but the fingers are cleaning up every remaining 
crumb short o f that last piece, and even the crusted 
frosting. Meanwhile, I am Thinking Positive stuff about a 
bigger cake later that day. I am attempting to impose 
serenity upon myself, along these lines:
“There's probably not a warrant out for me yet. But 
if there is..."
How un-serene.
"If the application is refused. I'll just comeback... and 
pay the rent in two days..."
So that shoots the bankroll in the ass. And then I’ll 
have to hunt another job... and I’ve already run into 
devout annaCommanists offering jobs...
“Hold on kid. You live in a roachless kingdom. You 
don’t have to go out on street corners and panhandle. You 
wear Gary's clean clothes. You get enough to eat. All right 
allright: almost enough to eat. So you dream about ten- 
cent hot dogs—you're not eating wallpaper, the way they 
did in Leningrad."
Leningrad! Here's a thought: Latvia is a country 
overrun by Communists. I am opposing a war against 
Communists; in this I am being aided by... Latvians. A 
reassuring irony, no?
Somehow I remain unserene. I can't forget that we 
cross the street only at comers. Because the Mounties 
stop jaywalkers. “But they don't set up roadblocks in the 
street and demand your papers." I argue. "You've been 
here two months— they haven’t come to the door once."
No. They sat at the curb outside. Sometimes in the 
night they turned on the lights o f the patrol car and let 
them shine in the dark.
“Wail! What are you afraid of?"
In Gary's case, being returned back to the stockade 
at Fort Leavenworth...
“That's him. What about you?"
Well. Basically. I guess I'm afraid o f having to fight for 
myself. I'm a good Catholic kid; I don't believe I deserve 
anything.
Thus my serenity that Sunday morning. I polished 
that rotten cake plate until it shines, my mind a dull scab 
holding back a gush of pus. And then I put on the clothes 
that weren't mine. I had shaved the night before, when 
Gary and Cindy and I hoked up Gaiy’s suitcase: books, 
a razor, personal items that added (we figured) to reflect 
a normal person. A  Bible. A  Bible man.
I could really learn to hate myself. NLxon does these 
things!
And this is what angers me most, this shameful, 
absurd, repulsive act o f the Pharisee. It’s this relentless, 
nauseating demand that I advertise myself and parade 
and exaggerate and cosmetize and proclaim myself and 
my ordinary nature into something extraordinary. That I 
primp myself out like a cheap whore and jiggle out that 
20th Century Twostep.
It is this relentless act o f prostitution, in gaining 
employment or admission to college—even to stay out of 
prison— that has characterized my every adult moment: 
it has become my personal devil. Sometimes I think this 
devil is Wealth: sometimes 1 think he is America. What I
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call the simple truth always works somehow to my 
disadvantage—sometimes because money doesn't work 
that way. and sometimes because America doesn’t.
Therefore, my devil is always whispering to me: Lie. 
Be a realist.
As I left the apartment, Gary and Cindy came from 
the bedroom (I slept in the living/dining room/kitchen) 
and wished me luck. Cindy and 1 hugged. Gary had been 
in prison: we shook hands.
It was about six-thirty in the morning now, Sunday 
morning. The streets were still and calm: the gardens in 
front yards still in flower. Birds twittered, before the 
noises o f the street drowned them out. I only had a walk 
o f half a mile before me, but I remember being pretty 
sweated when I arrived and knocked at the front door. 
From this house I would be taken to the crash pad the 
Committee kept, a couple miles away: and from the 
Committee's crash pad I would be taken to the house of 
an adult Canadian who volunteered to ride people like me 
to the border. And back, o f course.
But the first house I arrived at didn't respond to my 
knock. I scurried back to the street to check the address: 
yes. it was the right place. I knocked again. Then again, 
louder. Finally 1 heard a voice responding within. The 
door was answered by a sleepy male about my age. I told 
him that so-and-so was supposed to give me a ride to the 
crash pad. So-and-so wasn't home.
But that was all right, the person who answered the 
door would give me the ride. The clock on the mantle said 
6:50. So I was still early. That was good: it was important 
to get me to a border station early that morning in order 
to get myself and interview, while they weren’t busy. The 
later I arrived, the more likely that they'd be too busy to 
take me... or that they'd say so.
1 waited at this house fifteen or twenty minutes. A  
little something hadn't gone according to plan. The door- 
answerer had to call the owner o f the Volkswagen outside 
to come and give me a ride.
Finally he came. We rode to the main house, the 
Committee’s crash pad. I stepped in. There before me was 
a floor o f bodies sleeping in bags. In the kitchen, in the 
doorway, wherever you put your foot, someone was 
sleeping on the hard wood floor—way down on the 
comfort scale, just a notch above concrete.
I hope most o f thee guys will just be here a few days. 
Asleep here are some o f the best: good soldiers, loyal 
friends, guys with wives, guys with kids, guys whose 
families won’t send them a nickel or a word o f love. 
Somewhere in this room there may well be playing—right 
now—a nightmare o f the Nam. How will these guys make 
it?
Some o f the worst are here too. Jerky flag-burners. 
Yippie kids full o f countercultural sturm und dreck.
Also— wanna bet?—an undercover agent.
Don't follow leaders, watch the parking meters. Cross 
only at comers.
It's after seven o'clock now. The driver who rode me 
here is waking up someone else who will ride me to the 
place where someone else will ride me to the border and 
across; this second driver required rousting from sleep 
and a cup o f coffee. Finally, we go o ff in his battered Volvo.
We arrive, maybe ten miles later, in a suburb of 
Vancouver and stop before a suburban house. The man 
who will drive me is forty or fifty, about my height and 
weight but bald all over his dome. As soon as he begins 
speaking I feel comforted and reassured by him. George 
is a white-collar sort, very middle class, very respectable— 
a very different part o f the spectrum from the usual 
beard. He's volunteered to perform this chore for the 
Committee to Aid American War Resisters, and I'm also 
reassured to learn I'm not his first case. But my palms 
still sweat and my stomach quivers.
There is another delay here. A  telephone call has to 
be made—I only remember the sweat o f my palms slipping 
on the phone. What was it? Was this where I mentioned 
not cashing the check, was I seeking last-minute advice? 
Or were we attempting to reach a border station to 
arrange a hasty appointment? Perhaps the call was 
initiated without consulting me and I was explaining 
that, no, I couldn't cross the border to arrange an 
appointment from the States after staying there a few 
days, I had to go now.
At this point, I may not have been able to remember 
after a lapse o f ten minutes. I was trying to grasp my 
Character the way I used to before going onstage in high 
school, but the character is me and I have no 
understanding whatever of what is going on. All I remember 
clearly is asking the operator the toll charges, and leaving 
change on the telephone table. At least to this extent, I 
can pay my way.
Finally we leave. We ride in a clean Volkswagen van. 
The melange o f voices directing me through the driver has 
given us our plan: we will cross at Bellingham, then go 
east fifteen or twenty miles where I'll make my big pitch. 
My driver and I chat calmly. Certain facts stick in my 
mind, but I can now recall not one detail o f the scenes we 
passed through. Until we arrive at the border.
The highway to Bellingham. Washington is busy; a 
line o f vehicles is before us waiting to enter the United 
States. But the line creeps forward steadily and our turn 
arrives. The officer asks a few questions o f the driver and 
then peers at me, his face low in the window for a good 
look.
If adrenaline were fire we'd all be in hell. I remember 
to look the official in the eye: thank God I don't stumble 
over the simple story. I'm going to visit friends of my 
driver's in Bellingham for a few days. Yes, we know each 
other. I'm not a dastardly hitch-hiker.
■OK." he says and waves us on. God.
Jesus, I'm on my way to do this again. We turn off the 
highway a few miles south, and head east. We come to the 
back country. As the wheels hum their tunes along the 
bumpy road and as we pass farms, I cast my eye at the 
fields and barns and Holsteins. I am a melodic phrase in 
the symphony o f motion and travel. A  half-seen face that 
flits by these cows somewhere in the figure between their 
morning statement and evening reprise. I am the world 
that passes by these struggling fanners and their half 
overgrown fields, the consumer who drinks their milk, 
the laborer who builds their silos, the radical they would 
slam behind bars, the prodigal son, the unfaithful servant, 
the sympathizer for their long days and hard work, 
powerless to stop their downhill slide. I'm a man, like any
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other man. I don't see the end and half forget the 
beginning and I go along, doing the best! can. the best I 
can. the best I can. and the wheels pace off the concrete's 
tarry seams.
We stop at a country store. It sells clothes, food. beer, 
a little o f everything; its floors are wooden and the other 
people are in their work clothes. 1 buy two packs of 
Camels for Gary—he loves those lung-murderers. The 
people are what I am hearing referred to. more and more, 
as "rednecks." On TV commercials they're greasy leering 
slobs. But 1 just see people with tired faces, trying to stay 
decent. In an area like this, they hate the unions; they're 
sure it's the Left that screws them. And they vote for 
Goldwater and Wallace and Nixon. Folks. I'm giving up. 
America: save it or screw it.
What time is it? I don't know: nine, ten o'clock by 
now. We close in on the crossing ofour choice. Everything 
is ready. We pass the United States customs station, 
cross the border separating two of the world's largest 
nations, the New World in two versions, and stop at 
Canadian customs. OK. let the ramp o f this LSTdown. let 
me face the man that's gonna... ask me some questions.
OK. Here it is mister. I'd like to join your club; you 
may or may not like the idea but the rules say you have 
to give me a chance.
"Please park over there and wait inside," says the 
customs man. “The immigration officer will see you in a 
few minutes." That’s all he has to do. like me or not.
OK. Here we are inside. Good, a water fountain. I try 
to wash some o f this cotton down my throat. I'm sure I 
checkout the clock a dozen times: Is it early enough? Ten 
or eleven o'clock by now—and I got up before sunrise. No 
matter: it has to work now. Just keep everything straight. 
More cotton in my mouth. Why? Why? Here I am on the 
beach head, and everybody is being polite and civil; I 
stand to lose nothing more than a little o f my putative 
dignity. At the most, confinement in prison. Los o f that 
amenity, my liberty.
Rape.
Wait! Back up! I get a trial first: Why is my mind 
already greasing my ass? He is thin and balding, like the 
man who has driven me here, but shorter. A man like me. 
or as I am becoming. He invites me into his office to speak 
privately. So far I am encouraged; this station is quiet, 
almost somnolent. Only a car or two has passed through. 
All the immigration officer has to do is favor my application. 
I'll have my banjo.
He invites me to sit before his desk. I do. with posture 
that would gladden the heart o f General MacArthur 
himself. The truth is. this jacket's too big. and I have to 
puff up like a blowfish to fill it. I try crossing my legs 
jauntily, ankle on knee, but my damned shoes show 
enough room behind the heel to slip in an orange, and I 
let the crossed leg quietly slip down to the back of my 
knee, below his line o f sight.
The immigration officer asks what he can do for me. 
Why, 1 want to get Landed I declare ("become a Landed 
Immigrant o f Canada"). He springs his questions: What 
makes me want to come to Canada? Have I visited 
Canada before? We go on in this vein for vie. ten. maybe 
fifteen minutes. I sense an ineluctable falseness ringing 
in my ears. Sounded by my own words. The Bald One 
does not once smile at me.
This is peculiar. I thought 1 had convinced myself. 
But I sense instead that my aspirations are hopelessly 
immature, chimerical, askew. Shitheaded.
If I'd consummated the purchase o f a fifty thousand 
dollar business, by God I bet he'd have smiled.
But no. He comes up with this one: "Have you ever 
smoked marijuana?"
I look him in the eye and lie: "No." I smile. The 
Committee's warned me about this one. “I prefer beer, 
personally." Which I do.
A  mortician's politic smirk may have passed his face, 
with that pleasantry. Or maybe he was anticipating this 
question: “Are you now being sought by any agency of the 
law in the United States, for any offense?"
"No." Maybe I said, “Not that I know of." with a 
cunningly careless inflection, which would have been 
scrupulously true. But if I’d known that there was a 
warrant out for me. I'd have lied again: anyway, he 
omitted saying Except for violation of any draft laws. The 
Canadian government wasn't considering these to be 
offenses, at that time, so one was being technically 
truthful to answer "no." For that matter, immigration 
officials weren't supposed to ask.
He asked. Am 1 coming here to escape military 
service?
And I answered, along the lines o f my coaching, “That 
doesn't make any difference here, does it?" Ah. this 
Technical Truthfulness!
The smile again. I knew that none o f this was fooling 
him: 1 hope he gave me credit for knowing that. Fooling 
him didn’t matter, despite all this crap of the clothes and 
the tricked-out suitcase. All that mattered in this foolish 
charade was that 1 met the minimum criteria o f an 
acceptable performance. What the fuck man: I, sentient 
being, was worth fifty points. And I knew it.
Well, he says now, in processing a spontaneous 
application for Landed Immigrant status, the standard 
procedure is to leave the decision to interview up to the 
discretion o f the immigration official on duly. Now Mister 
Yori I have a number o f duties to perform and my 
schedule for the day doesn't permit me to interview you 
at this time. (Please ignore the snoring coming from the 
outeroffice.) I will be glad however to make an appointment 
for you ten days to two weeks from today.
What? What?What thefuekdoeshemean, he doesn't 
have the time; what the fuck have we been doing here. 
Jesus I even translated the French for him and now he’s 
loo busy! What—do they have a card game scheduled for 
the afternoon?
Well. I answer, perhaps I was negligent in not making 
an appointment until this late date, but my prospective 
employer wants me to begin working within a few days 
and unless I can. he's clearly staled that he'll be forced to 
find the services o f someone else.
I'm sorry.
If you doubt my sincerity. 1 have this telephone 
number here, perhaps you can call him—
Mr. Yori. ifyour job offer can't wait until we have time 
to interview you. then I would be forced not to consider it 
a Valid Job Offer. Perhaps you'd like to call him yourself...
This bald rat sends me out to the pay phone. I don't 
know exactly what the game is here, but the smell is clear
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enough. I am not about to give up without doing my 
damnedest.
It's pretty plain, though, that I won't get landed 
today. Before I go back across the border and back again 
into Canada, I’m going to have myself an appointment. 
This crummy trick won't be played on me again. I’ll have 
at least this to count on. in the next two weeks.
So I fish the number out o f my papers and call my 
prospective employer. I explain what's happened here 
and ask him to extend the job offer until I can give a 
performance that can't be refused—not even by the most 
punctilious bastard at the whole damn border.
My employer refuses. He needs somebody by 
Wednesday. He can't hold off. Sorry chum. Let me know 
how you make out.
Perfidious wretch. Two months of crossing only at 
comers has just evaporated. My luck is running like piss 
through sand.
Now what. Well, save my ass, that's what. The U.S. 
border crossing sits across the way and I'm not too happy 
about going through it. I'd much rather go directly from 
here, back to Vancouver. That's it.
I go back into the office and that bastard politely asks 
what my prospective employer had to say. I tell him the 
news and say, "I consider my application withdrawn." 
Another technicality. Jesus these damn games. I'm a 
sentient being. I'm worth fifty points.
Was, ten minutes ago. Now I'm not worth a small turd. 
“Now sir," I go on, “since I've withdrawn my application 
and since my job offer can't be considered valid, I'd like 
to enter Canada as a visitor and travel to Vancouver for 
a few days in order to solicit another job. I have some 
friends there I can stay with."
Just the barest hint o f that smile, just the barest: oh. 
he's so officially neutral. But I see that smirk: he's got me 
across the barrel. He's got my nuts in hand. And here 
comes the knife: "Well, you see, since you've come to me 
declaringyour intention to immigrate, I can't allow you to 
cross the border. 1 can't do that."
What? Not even to visit?
No.
And off they did come. I go back outside. The driver 
and me go back into the van. While I explain what 
happened. we are parked in view of the American customs 
station. If someone over there looks out the window, he 
can see us sitting. The side where the cars stop and pass 
is slightly around the corner. I spend some minutes 
taking my legit ID out o f my wallet and replacing it with 
the phony which brevets me, voila, six feet one. I remove 
my personal papers from the suitcase and hide them 
under the seat—they bear my name. I have to hide my 
check too. That reduces my wealth to forty-odd bucks.
OK, thence back to the U.S. We pull up and this 
officer sticks his face in the window. Who's the driver? 
The driver answers. Who am I? I recite my name. I tell him 
where I'm going: down to Bellingham to visit friends, yes, 
friends of this very driver here (no hitch-hiker. I) and from 
there I'll be making my way back to Ontario for the 
beginning of the semester.
“Park over there and please come inside." says the 
officer. "I have a few more questions 1 want to ask you."
Oh shit. Oh damn. Oh God. We pull over to the 
indicated spot and get out. stretching our legs after that 
long ride ofa hundred yards. I can feel my knees quivering 
like the two prongs o f a cheap tuning fork, that forever 
gives the wrong note when struck. Across the way. 
another officer is rummaging through the trunk of a 
sports carwhile two long-hairs look on. AmiddleAmerica 
car is stopped a few seconds and waved through.
Inside. The officer asks to see my ID: asks a few more 
questions and I invent some plausible elaboration of the 
basic story. He makes me fill out some form, I think it's 
for visitors, and my hand shakes. Just shakes, man, and 
this guy is standing there looking at me weave my way 
through the signature ofa  name I practiced a dozen times 
last night. Last night. This morning. Bad dreams.
The officer looks at this think I've filled out for a 
minute. Then he turns to my driver and says, “Mister —
----- I’m going to refuse your friend here entrance to the
United States until he has transportation o f his own and 
more money.
Oh Christ. Three hundred dollars, uncashed. And 
they told me to cash it. But it had my name on it! And now 
here I stand, without even my worthless name, nowhere 
to go, caught between a rock and a hard place.
We go back out to the VW van. “Whatnom?" the driver 
asks. Jesus, 1 don't know. I don't know how much money 
a person needs to get into the United States. “What nou/?"
Why, back to Canada. Maybe I can get that bastard 
to be human for a couple o f minutes. We go. I go inside 
and plead, almost, to be suffered to enter Canada as a 
visitor.
No again. Bastard.
Back to the van. I sit there a couple o f minutes, then 
more minutes. I can't get back into the U.S., I can’t get 
into Canada. We sit in the front seat without passing 
words, while I chew on Camels. I’ve run through every 
idea in my wooly brain and the only one that's left grows 
bigger and bigger. Hey man. I'm going to jail.
I get into the back of the van. loosen the borrowed tie, 
take off the borrowed jacket, remove the borrowed shirt 
and pants. I dig in the bottom of the suitcase for my own 
rags, and put them on. I give the driver the check, 
endorsed with a pen from his glove compartment, and our 
address in Vancouver. I give him the cash too. Gary and 
Cindy will need it. There is still this immigration file. It's 
full o f names and addresses. Many of these people are 
activists. I take the sheets out. the letters o f support, 
character references, everything, and bum them one by 
one, carefully, until not a single word can be read, and 
grind the ashes under my foot. I am become a name.
1 put on my denim jacket and tuck my personal 
writings under my arm. At least I still have that. On my 
person is all I have in the world. I trust the suitcase to the 
driver and say good-bye.
“What's going to happen to you?"
“I don't know.” Prison, I expect. I walk across the 
distance. And there I am world. 1 feel better. Maybe at 
least I can do this right.
I go inside the U.S. building and throw my wallet on 
the table. “OK here I am."
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“Wha-a?" asks a white-haired officer with a kindly 
face. He takes the pipe out o f his mouth and stares at me. 
open-mouthed.
"Here I am. here I am. Do this thing here, let’s do 
this..."
"Wha-a?"
"I'm a draft dodger," fer Chrissake. I don’t know how 
to tell him. He doesn't get the idea. Thank god. the officer 
who got me the first time comes in and picks this up:
“Oh-h. You’re the guy that was here a little while ago."
“Yeah, that’s me." It's like meeting an old friend.
The older man finally gets the idea. He takes my 
wallet and looks at my draft card. After a few minutes, 
they take me to an inner room where they have a radio 
setup with the border patrol and all that, and put in a call 
to the FBI in Seattle. I'm tired, very tired. I'm looking 
forward to being put in a cell somewhere so 1 can sleep 
and not have to worry about my next meal. I'm looking 
forward to it, get that?
Meanwhile, my driver appears in the other room. 
"Hey. we got this guy too." says the first offender. He's just 
scored a goal, see; he's damn happy about all this. "They 
got him trying to take this suitcase through the other side 
and sent him back." Now I don’t know what that was all 
about, but I was thinking. Jesus, he's going to wind up in 
the slammer too.
But it was just some business about the suitcase. 
They awarded it back to me—I didn't want the damn 
thing—and sent him on. Heh-heh, he still had the dough.
Tedious it were to tell, and harsh to hear. I sat in this 
room then, finally rid o f my nerves, and engaged with 
small talk with the officers on duty. I sat on the counter. 
I walked around— they didn't care. What were we waiting 
for? I asked.
For the FBI to return the call. It’s Sunday, and they 
don’t have many people on duty. They have to check 
through a lot o f junk to find the right piece o f paper so I 
can properly be stuck behind bars. The officers, especially 
a young one. engage me in a little Vietnam repartee. The 
Army's not that bad, says the young one, suggesting of 
course that I'm afraid o f a hard day's work.
I spout some Social Thesis crap, but all I really want 
is a rack and some food. Food! I haven't eaten in seven 
hours. My stomach feels hollow down to my knees.
It gets incredibly boring, sitting here. The counter is 
hard and they don’t have an extra chair. I talk with the 
kindly one about what kind o f tobacco he smokes. My 
moth, now with some saliva in it after all the border 
bullshit, feels the urge; I break out my sole surviving pipe 
(the others were stolen with my clothes, the first night I 
hit Van) and bum a pipe load from him. But I've smoked 
this bugger so much, it's sour as grape skins. And I'm 
hungry too; that makes it worse.
The return call finally comes in: it's definite and 
affirmative.
“Well son the FBI says there's not a warrant out for 
you so you're free to go."
And they weren't kidding. They sprang me from that 
dump without a night’s sleep, a meal, or a snowball's 
notion in hell o f what to do next. I walked through the 
little town there, thinking. If you could call it thinking. I'd 
just sent my money across the border so I couldn’t get to
another station and try to get across. Not after this little 
act. Gary and Cindy and I didn't have a phone and I 
couldn't remember the number o f the guys across the 
hall—only Bruce's, but the phone wasn't in his name. 
And those were the only people I knew in metropolitan 
Vancouver—almost a million people—after two months. 
I couldn't have somebody come and pick me up because 
I couldn't get through to ask anybody. And I just burned 
my whole immigration file.
Here in the States, the nearest people 1 knew were at 
the Minnesota border o f North Dakota. Yessir. I was free.
And the last thing I'm told, leaving the border station, 
is "Oh by the way! Remember it's illegal to hitch-hike in 
the state o f Washington!"
And I had eighty-six cents in my pocket.
Who's Responsible
By W.D. Ehrhart
AdiscussionofBobbieAnnMason’sIn  Country,originally 
given as a talk to the Freshman Forum at La Salle University, 
Philadelphia, PA, October 15th, 1991.
If you look at the copyright page o f Bobbie Ann 
Mason's In Country, you will find the following sentence: 
“Special thanks to W.D. Ehrhart for helpful advice." That 
acknowledgement came about in the following manner:
In the winter o f 1984, I got a telephone call from 
Mason. She explained that she had heard of me through 
a colleague of her husband's at Rodale Press, where I had 
worked the previous year. Her husband had told his 
colleague that she was working on a novel about the Viet 
Nam war, and the colleague had told him about me and 
suggested that she read my book. Vietnam-Perkasie. 
She told me she had indeed read the book, along with a 
great many other books about the Viet Nam war, but that 
she was still fearful o f getting the story wrong.
She o f course had not been in Viet Nam or in the 
military, and the war and its attendant domestic 
repercussions had largely passed her by. Now she was 
worried that she might embarrass herself, introduce 
military terminology or hardware that was not appropriate 
to Viet Nam. or create scenes or situations that were not 
possible in reality. The bottom line was a polite, almost 
timid request that I read her manuscript with an eye 
toward technical accuracy.
I had never heard o f Bobbie Ann Mason before this 
phone call came out o f the blue, and I was a little 
skeptical, in those days, o f a non-Viet Nam veteran 
expropriating the experience o f Viet Nam and making it 
her own. But I was flattered that she thought well enough 
o f my own book to ask me for help, and having been the 
recipient over the years o f a lot of help from others acting 
under no obligation but generosity. I told her I'd do it. And 
I did.
For the most part. I liked the story very much, and I 
was deeply impressed by the obvious fact that Mason had 
done her homework. I don't recall the specific errors I
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brought to her attention— small things like the wrong 
kind o f rille here, the misuse o f a term there—but they 
were very few and very far between. I remember that 
Mason had been especially concerned about the veracity 
o f white birds Emmett remembers so wistfully, but she 
needn't have been. She had given me, it turned out, avery 
easy and enjoyable task as well as a bit o f an honor: I don't 
suppose there are all that many people who can claim to 
have read a bestseller before it has even been published.
Being an opinionated fellow, however, 1 could not 
resist the temptation to exceed the parameters o f my 
charge and offer her some advice concerning the shape 
and substance o f the story itself. Two elements o f the 
narrative did bother me. and I told her so.
The first is the absence o f any significant Viet Nam 
veteran who has not been, in one way or another, visible 
and permanently damaged by his collision with Viet Nam. 
Emmett Smith can't hold a job or open himself to the 
attractive and nurturing Anita Stevens. Tom Hudson is 
sexually impotent. Earl, who is not given a last name, is 
belligerent and confrontational. Pete Simms fires his 
shotgun at nothing and wallows in the delusion that 
some nebulous “they" wouldn't let "us" win. The one man 
who appears to have his life together. Jim Holly, 
subsequently discovers that his wife has left him.
Viet Nam veterans, as a group, haoehad a lough time. 
The statistics on suicide, incarceration, divorce, 
unemployment and other indicators o f trouble have been 
widely broadcast in the years since the war ended. You 
can look them up easily enough. Viet Nam was a very 
peculiar war in many ways, and some o f the burdens Viet 
Nam veterans have had to cope with are rare in the 
American experience. But the truth is that, in many 
significant ways, we have had it no tougher than veterans 
o f any war, a historical fact that has been lost amid the 
popular mythology that has risen up since the early 
1970s. Read McKinley Cantor's Glory f o r  Me, or Paul 
Fussell's W artime, if you don't believe me. War is a 
brutish and vile business. It does things to the lives o f 
those who survive it. and to their souls.
It is also true, as a corollary, that most Viet Nam 
veterans, whatever specific baggage we may be lugging 
around, have come to a workable accommodation with 
our experience and gotten on with our lives. We may be 
scarred, but the overwhelming majority o f us are functional 
and productive. I can no longer count the number o f Viet 
Nam veterans who serve in the halls o f Congress (though 
one might argue that such is neither functional nor 
productive!). Two Viet Nam veterans have already won 
the National Book Award— three if you count Gloria 
Emerson, and one ought to. A Viet Nam veteran founded 
Federal Express.
As for myself, not a day passes o f which Viet Nam is 
not a part, if only in thought, yet I have been happily 
married for eleven years. I own my own home, I have 
consistently plied my trade as a writer for over two 
decades, my students are convinced that I give too much 
homework, and my daughter thinks I’m usually a pretty 
nice guy. Pity the poor Viet Nam veteran, a refrain much 
in evidence during the recent assault o f the yellow 
ribbons occasioned by Desert Storm, is largely a misplaced 
sentiment.
Ifyou read In  Country  carefully, you will notice that 
Mason tacitly acknowledges what I am saying. Along with 
Emmett and Tom and Pete, there is Allen Wilkins, owner 
o f a menswear store and Little League coach, and Larry 
Joiner's acquaintance "who's got a good job in public 
relations," and Dawn Goodwin's cousin who “was in 
Vietnam, but you'd never know it." But Allen makes only 
a few cameo appearances, Larry’s acquaintance is worth 
only a paragraph, and Dawn's cousin gets three brie! 
sentences: we never meet these last two men, who are not 
even given names.
Thus I suggested to Mason that she include at least 
one "healthy" Viet Nam veteran among her more important 
characters. Mason didn't go as far as I would have liked, 
but in the novel you read, there is at least the suggestion 
that Jim and his wife might yet work things out. The 
manuscript version offered no such hope. Whether Mason 
made this change on my recommendation or not. she has 
never told me and I have never asked. So long as I don’t 
know, I can always claim, in my secret heart, credit for 
Jim and Sue Ann's possible future happiness together.
The other element o f the narrative that bothers me is 
the ending: the scene at the Vietnam Veterans Memorial, 
which almost immediately after its creation became 
known as “the Wall." And the Wall has become an awful 
cliche. Photographs o f the Wall adorn the jackets o f 
dozens o f books about Viet Nam. Mention o f that somber 
recitation o f names, both visual and verbal, has come to 
substitute for substance and fact, as if the Wall says it all 
when in truth it tells us only what each o f us chooses to 
hear. It precludes discussion or critique or wisdom, as 
though its dark polished face is all we will ever need to 
know, or ought to know, about the Viet Nam war.
This is very convenient for those in whose interest it 
is not to raise such questions as: Why did all those people 
die? Who offered them up for slaughter? What was 
accomplished for the price o f so much blood? How was it 
permitted to go on for so long? Where are the names o f the 
three million dead o f Indochina? Be moved by the terrible 
beauty o f your own reflection in the silent, smooth 
granite. Consider the wonder o f so many young men, and 
women too, willing to give everything for their country. 
Notice the little offerings— the flowers, the handwritten 
notes, the high school yearbook photos— left in the 
cracks o f the wall by parents and children, lovers and 
friends still grieving after all these years.
That the Wall has become such an intoxicating and 
misleading artifice is no fault o f Mason's. At the time she 
was writing In  Country, the lawn surrounding the Wall 
was still mostly mud. Her use o f the Wall as a literary and 
cultural symbol was, as far as I know, an original and 
even prescient choice. It is others who are the copycats.
But it was apparent to me, even then, that the Wall 
was going to become what it has in fact become: a moving 
and inarticulate substitute for accountability. And indeed, 
at the end o f In  Country, as Sam ponders the mystery o f 
that other Sam A. Hughes chiseled onto the wall and 
Emmett's face “bursts into a smile like flames," we can't 
help feeling like everything is going to come out okay after 
all. We like stories that end that way. We like wars that 
end that way.
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But real stories seldom end so neatly, and wars never 
do. Not even Desert Storm. Ask the Kurds. Thus. I 
strongly urged Mason to find another venue lor her 
conclusion. Having read the book, you know how 
persuasive I was. 1 console myself with the knowledge 
that had I been playing baseball instead of offering 
literary criticism, I'd still be batting better than Ted 
Williams.
My criticisms not withstanding, however, I retain a 
healthy respect for In Country and teach the book 
regularly in courses of my own. Mason does a number of 
things very well, and I would like to examine some of 
them.
To begin with. Mason doesn't try to think like a 
veteran. The story is told not through Emmett's eyes, but 
through Sam's. This is a coming-of-age story, finally. 
Whatever else is going on, Sam is a child, a teenager, 
trying to find the right way to be a woman, an adult. She 
is intelligent, funny, endearing. She thinks going to the 
mall in Paducah is big league excitement, but in the end 
we know she is going to college in Lexington, and it's not 
hard to imagine she'll grow beyond Hopewell one day. 
Much o f what we see in Sam is us, what we are or used 
to be when we were younger: awkward and antsy, 
confident, fiercely naive. It's fun to watch her growing up. 
We like Sam.
Another think I like is the way in which Mason turns 
the entire narrative into one long exercise in American 
popu lar cu lture. She captures e ffective ly  the 
homogenization o f America, a depressing evolution for 
those o f us who grew up in a nation where regional and 
local differences still abounded, but the way things are. 
like it or not. While we know that Hopewell is a small town 
in rural Kentucky because we are told as much, there is 
little to set Hopewell apart from the mass culture that has 
absorbed it: Doritos and Pepsi and Music Television, Pae- 
Man, Home Box Office, McDonald's Bruce Springsteen 
and 7-Eleven. It is culture reduced to the lowest common 
denominator, which is what our culture has come to. I 
happen not to like that fact, but it's Sam's world 
nevertheless, and I like the way Mason handles it. Sam 
could be any kind in Anytown, USA.
Into this universal stoiy, Viet Nam is introduced as 
naturally as if it came with the territory, which it does. 
There is nothing contrived about Sam's curiosity about 
her father and the war that denied him to her, about her 
attraction to a handsome older man, or even the trip to 
the Wall. Since 1965, Viet Nam has become a constant 
companion to millions of Americans. Millions more, the 
young who remember nothing, wonder what strange 
power the words "Viet Nam” have on those who remember. 
And indeed, like the fictional Sam. there are real children, 
now adults themselves, who do not know their fathers 
because o f the American war in Viet Nam.
Viet Nam, in fact, is the quintessential American 
experience o f the second half o f he 20lh century, the 
stamp o f a generation, equalled only by the civil rights 
movement. To write about the United States in the second 
half o f the 20th century is to write about Viet Nam. It can 
be avoided only with effort.
But there are a lot of books about Viet Nam. David A. 
Willson, the librarian at Green River Community College 
in Auburn, Washington, and author o f the wonderful Viet 
Nam war novel REMF Diary, has a collection of several 
hundred pornographic novels using Viet Nam as the 
backdrop. Danielle Steele has written a Viet Nam war 
novel. The use o f the Viet Nam war in literature, as in most 
other facets of our culture, is frequently contrived. It's all 
in how one handles it.
Mason handles it veiy well. Emmett, for all that he is 
clearly a very troubled man, is also a nice guy. a caring 
man. He's fond of Moon Pie, he loves his niece, and he is 
touchingly solicitous of Mamaw Hughes. There isn't a 
mean bone in his body. He isn't crazy. None of Mason's 
vets are. They may be floundering, but they’re not dead 
weight. Mason's portrayal o f veterans is sympathetic 
without being lurid or romantic.
Her depictions o f the war itself, and the antiwar 
movement it spawned, are also well-handled. Dwayne 
Hughes's letters to his young wife ring true, as do the 
vignettes and descriptions offered by the survivors. And 
Mason offers a gentle view of the hippies and protesters, 
some of them, like Emmett, former soldiers themselves. 
In an age in which the war has been hideously transformed 
into a noble cause lost, at least in part, because o f an 
antiw ar movem ent frequ en tly  portrayed as an 
irresponsible exercise in immaturity, it is worth noticing 
that Emmett and most o f the other vets have nothinggood 
to say about the war. Those that do. like Pete, are 
otherwise discredited by their own subsequent words 
and actions. Emmett may not have flown any Viet Cong 
flags from the top of the courthouse lately, but he never 
even hints at any remorse for having done so. And Irene 
still remembers her hippie boyfriend fondly. Like Sam 
Hughes, we see only fleeting and frustratingly incomplete 
glimpses of those times, but what we see is neither gloss 
nor fantasy.
It is Sam who has the fantasies. She thinks the 
Sixties were a lot o f fun and going home with Tom is like 
walking point. Her efforts to understand what Viet Nam 
was really like are almost comical, and here what I said 
earlier about pop culture becomes especially cogent, for 
Sam has no point of reference to use as a touchstone 
except Bom in the USA, Apocalypse Now and re-runs 
of M*A*S*H. Even after she realizes, on one level at least, 
that "whenever she [has] tried to imagine Vietnam she 
[has] had her facts all wrong," she still urges Emmett, 
with absolute sincerity, to "do the way Hawkeye Pierce 
did when he told abou t that baby on the bus." For her. the 
Watergate scandal that resulted in the resignation o f a 
sitting president for the first time in U.S. history was only 
“a TV series one summer," and she thinks C-47s with 
Gatling Guns—devastating killing machines, 1 can tell 
you form experience—are “wonderful" aircraft.
In this, Sam is much like virtually every student and 
young person I've spoken with in the last fifteen years. I 
can't tell you how many times I've been asked, "Was it 
really like Platoon (or The Deer Hunter, or Full Metal 
Jacket, or whatever)?" Not long ago. a 13-year-old boy 
asked me, “Did you really go on patrols and do stuff like 
in Tour o f Duty?" It was clear from his voice, his posture.
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his saucer eyes, that he thought it must have been 
wonderful. Real was what he had seen on television.
But the young cannot know unless someone teaches 
them, and the entertainment industry is not in the 
business o f education. The poem I read to that boy and 
his junior high school classmates, Bryan Alex Floyd's 
unrelentingly graphic and horrifying "Sgt. Brandon Just, 
U.S.M.C.,” got those kids thinking hard, at least for 
awhile.
Dwayne's diary, with its “dead gook rotting under 
some leaves” and Darrell's blood “shooting out o f his back 
and mouth,” gets Sam thinking hard. So does Emmett's 
collapse into tears, his sorrow “full-blown, as though it 
had grown over the years into something monstrous and 
fantastic." And Irene challenges Sam's romanticized 
notions o f the Sixties: “I t wasn't a happy time, Sam. Don't 
go making out like it was." However imperfectly, by the 
end of the story. Sam is beginning to replace her fantasies 
with something approaching understanding.
I like other things in this story, too: Mamaw Hughes, 
who says that her son died “fighting for a cause," though 
she makes no attempt to explain what that cause might 
have been, no doubt because she doesn't have an 
explanation: she has only her memories and her grief. 
Lonnie Malone, poor Lonnie, who “fished from a pontoon 
boat and roasted weenies at a campfire" while Sam's 
father had eaten “ham and beans from a can and slept in 
a hole in the ground," and who hasn't got a chance in hell 
o f competing with Tom Hudson in Sam's imagination. 
Mason's relentless excoriation o f the U.S. government in 
general, and the Veterans Administration in particular 
(now called the Department o f Veterans Affairs), for 
poisoning its own soldiers with dioxin and then refusing 
to accept even the slightest responsibility, a fact which 
remains largely true to this day.
There is more I could talk about, if time permitted. 
But I want now to turn to a few more general thoughts. 
I made passing reference earlier to the fact that Viet Nam 
veterans are not unique in the burdens they have had to 
bear. Yes, we lost our war. which is a rare burden indeed 
in the American experience, but it is not unique: we lost 
the war o f 1812, too, our capital taken and burned to the 
ground, the only battle we won taking place after the 
treaty to end the war had already been signed, facts that 
may not have been fully emphasized in your high school 
history classes. And o f course, half the United States, 
more or less, lost the Civil War.
And yes, we were often treated in less than kindly 
fashion after we came home, though you might stop to 
consider the World War One veterans who came to 
Washington at the height o f the Great Depression to 
demand belter treatment were chased out o f town with 
machine-guns and cavalry.
And yes, a great many people opposed the war openly 
and vehemently, but the Mexican War was none too 
popular either: Henry David Thoreau went to jail, for 
instance, rather than pay taxes to support that war, and 
his essay on civil disobedience has become a model for 
war resisters from Gandhi to Martin Luther King, Jr.
So you must understand that neither the particular 
political or m ilitaiy circumstances surrounding the Viet 
Nam war. nor the way in which U.S. soldiers were treated
when they came home, can account for the behavior of 
the veterans you find in In  Country, a notion you might 
implicitly assume given the times in which you've lived. 
The veterans you have read about, most o f them, to a 
greater or lesser degree, like many actual veterans o f the 
Viet Nam war, are suffering from what is now called Post 
Traumatic Stress Disorder. PTSD for short.
During the recent lunacy in the Persian Gulf, we were 
urged over and over again to get behind the government 
and support the troops, not to let the Desert Storm 
soldiers suffer the same fate as Viet Nam veterans, as if 
Viet Nam veterans suffer from PTSD because we were not 
supported and appreciated enough. Somebody made a 
hell o f a fortune manufacturing and sellingyellow ribbons 
last fall and winter, but the fact is that PTSD does not 
result from lack o f appreciation or support; it results from 
being subjected to the almost unbearable terrors o f the 
modern battlefield.
PTSD comes from being 18 or 19 or 20 years old and 
finding yourself in an environment where every blade of 
grass and chirping bird is potentially deadly. It comes 
from living in abject fear day in and day out for months 
on end. never knowing if the next breath you draw may 
be your last, if the next stop you take may dismember 
you. It comes from seeing the boy who was your friend a 
moment ago lying on the ground at your feet with half a 
head and no arms and his belly split open like a butchered 
pig. It came from inflicting that sort o f punishment on 
other human beings.
Moreover, PTSD is not a phenomenon limited to Viet 
Nam veterans or to unpopular wars. In the American Civil 
War, the first truly modern battlefield in the military 
sense, where weapons o f mass destruction obliterated 
the old virtues o f skill at arms, courage and honor, 
bringing death down equally and at random upon the 
brave and the fearful, the skilled and the inept, PTSD was 
mistaken for cowardice or “nerves.” In World War One, it 
was called shell shock. In World War Two and Korea, it 
was known as combat fatigue.
What the medical community finally began to realize 
in the last stages o f the Viet Nam war, though they did not 
put it all together until nearly a decade later, and then 
largely due to the refusal o f Viet Nam veterans to slink 
away in silence, is that in the face o f the lethal pressures 
o f the battlefield, apparently aberrant behavior is a 
perfectly normal response, even years after the fact. Not 
that the behavior is normal, o f course, but it is predictable 
and to be expected under the circumstances. PTSD is 
how normal people react to abnormal stress.
All wars have produced men like Emmett Hughes 
and Tom Hudson and Pete Simms. The only way to 
prevent PTSD is to keep young men, and women too, 
away from battlefields. 1 am less concerned about old 
men. They are usually the ones who start the wars in the 
first place; then they send the young ones off to die. And 
if the soldiers who fought in the Persian Guff this past 
winter don't end up with the kinds of problems Viet Nam 
veterans had. it will only be because, in the words of 
Captain LeAnn Robinson, a Persian Gulf veteran, “This 
sure as hell wasn't much o f a war.”
Another thought this book brings to mind is how 
Sam's yardstick for judging the past has become our
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yardstick forjudging the present. What I mean is this: 
when Sam thinks o f Vietnam, she does so in terms of 
movies, television and music. She can conjure here own 
history, for the most part, only through popular culture— 
and the result are hardly satisfactory. We can see this 
because we are outside the book looking in. We know that 
Emmett and his friends are not Eddie and the Cruisers. 
We know that Cawood's Pond is not Dak To. And if Sam 
eventually comes to know it, too, or begins to, it is 
because Emmett and Irene and her own dogged 
determination to understand force her to get beyond her 
illusions.
Now consider the recent Gulf war. George Bush 
boasted o f "kicking butt" as though he were a high school 
coach. Others explicitly likened it to the Super Bowl. For 
months on end, we read in the newspapers and heard on 
the radio and saw on television only what the government 
wanted us to read and hear and see. We watched those 
nifty videos o f Smart Bombs dropping down chimneys 
and tank shells obliterating enemy targets that looked 
like blips on an Atari screen. Many of the pilots and 
gunners explicitly likened what they were doing to playing 
videogames. Meanwhile, the troops—all but the very few 
who actually saw any combat—whiled away the hours 
playing hand-held video games. Shall 1 say "real" video 
games, as opposed to the fake video games that only 
killed people instead o f blips on a screen? And now the 
Pentagon is making, for free distribution to all Desert 
Storm soldiers and their families, an actual video o f the 
Persian Gulfwar. complete with rock-and-roll soundtrack. 
Maybe we'll all get to see it on MTV.
What we didn't get to see, and most o f us will never 
see. are the stinking, broken bodies o f anywhere from 
100,000 to 200,000 dead human beings—no one knows 
for sure, or at least no one is telling. What we didn’t get 
to see is what happened to the Kurds and Iraqi Shiites 
George Bush publicly incited to rebellion, only to stand 
idly on the sidelines insisting it was not our responsibility 
while Saddam Hussein butchered them. We didn't even 
get to see the flag-draped coffins o f our own dead soldiers, 
let alone their mangled, lifeless remains.
And we didn't get to see where all those Dumb Bombs 
landed. Oh yes, there were a slot o f stupid bombs dropped 
on Iraq and Kuwait. Nobody told you that at the time 
because they didn’t want you to think we might actually 
bomb, even by accident, civilian shelters or baby formula 
plants, but over 90 per cent o f the bombs dropped during 
Desert Storm were dumber than stumps, the same old 
iron clunkers that got dropped on Viet Nam and Korea 
and Germany and Japan. More than 70 per cent o f them 
missed their targets. Even the Smart ones missed, as 
often as not.
But we didn't get to see any o f those things. And most 
o f us never even considered what we might not be seeing 
or reading or hearing. It never even occurred to us to 
wonder. We just sat there glued to our television sets, 
transfixed by all those wonderful bombs miraculously 
dropping down those impossibly narrow chimneys and 
thinking, "Golly damn, that's amazing.” And then we 
were told that we'd won, and there were a lot o f parades 
and celebrations, and everybody got to feel good about 
America.
Like Watergate for Sam. the Gulf War was just a 
series we saw on IV . Who is outside o f our book looking 
in? Who will be our Emmett and Irene? Who will teach us 
the difference between imagination and fact, illusion and 
reality?
There is one more thought I would like to share with 
you. Did it sink in just how young Dwayne and Emmett 
and the others were when they went to war? Mason tells 
us that Dwayne was 19. Emmett couldn't have been 
much older. The average age o f American soldiers in 
Vietnam was 19 and-a-half., and that averages includes 
all those generals and crusty old sergeant majors. I was 
17 when I enlisted in the Marines. I went to Viet Nam 
when I was 18. I had three stripes, a Purple Heart and a 
ticket home before I turned 19 and-a-half. Like Emmett,
I didn't know beans when I went. Like Dwayne, 1 discovered 
that Viet Nam was not what 1 had imagined it would be.
1 have been paying ever since, and will continue to pay 
until the day I die, for having been so ignorant.
Is there anyone in this room who is not at least 17 
years old? How many o f you supported IheU.S. war in the 
Persian Gulf? How many o f you had ever heard o f the al- 
Sabah family before August 1990? How many o f you can 
write a paragraph or two describing the system o f laws 
and institutions governing Saudi Arabia? How many of 
you can find Kurdistan on a map? How many o f you can 
detail the interactions between the United States and 
Iraq between 1980and 1990? Doubtless, fewoftheyoung 
men and women who were deployed in the Persian Gulf 
would fare any better than you on these questions and 
others like them, yet they went, most o f them willingly, 
some of them eagerly. They didn't know beans, but they 
went because they love their countiy and they trusted 
those who were sending them. So did I when I went.
Most o f them were lucky. If we build a Gulf War 
Veterans Memorial, it won’t be much bigger than an 
expensive headstone, but will we be so lucky the next 
time, or the time after that? If you think the Viet Nam war 
was a fluke, you ought to read more history. Emmett tells 
Sam that the study o f history teaches us only that you 
can't learn from history. I don't happen to believe that. I'm 
not convinced that Emmett does either.
The Viet Nam war didn't just happen. It didn't gather 
cosmic dust somewhere out in the universe until it gained 
enough mass to come crashing down on Planet Earth like 
some sort o f random bad luck. United States involvement 
in Viet Nam, what we call the Viet Nam war, happened 
because distinct individuals made distinct choices over a 
discreet period o f time, and Jane Fonda wasn't one of 
them. Virtually all o f those decisions was wrong.
If you actually study the history o f the Viet Nam war, 
whatyou will learn is a valuable lesson in the way the U.S. 
government and the various individuals who constitute 
that government at any given time actually work. You will 
learn that our government is capable o f profound 
arrogance, willful self-deception, and deliberate lying. 
You will learn that what is done in the name o f liberty, 
freedom and democracy is often none o f those things.
The study o f history, o f course, can be boring as all 
get-out. As Sam discovers, all the names run together. 
Ngo Dinh Diem. Bao Dai. Dien Bien Phu. Ho Chi Minh. 
You get bogged down in manifestos and Stale Department
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documents. It's more fun to play hoops, or go dancing, or 
eat a cheese steak. It's more fun to read a book like In 
Country. And In Country is a wonderful story to read.
But it's not the whole stoiy. Not by a long shot. The 
poet John Balaban, in his book Remembering Heaven's 
Face, tells o f a saying he learned from Viet peasants in 
the Mekong Delta: “Go out one day, and come back with 
a basket full o f wisdom." Unless you are willing to open 
your minds and set aside the things you believe only 
because you have heard them all your lives, unless you 
are willing to acquire knowledge, you will be forever at the 
mercy o f those whodepend upon your ignorance. You will 
be Emmetts and Sams and Irenes, just waiting to happen.
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Philip Beidler, like John Hellmann and others, 
explores the American literature of the Viet Nam war in 
terms of American myth and myth making. In his first, 
pioneering book, American Literature and the 
Experience o f  Vietnam, he writes that American 
literature o f the war
even as it projects itself forward into new forms 
of imaginative invention that seem to challenge 
traditional modes of mythic understanding, 
proves often in retrospect to have shaped itself 
greatly in their prophetic image as well (26).
Thus, by Beidler's analysis. American literary 
renderings o f the war fulfill American mythology although 
he does not see what he's described as entrapment. If this 
is true, then American literature o f the war is doomed to 
endlessly repeat its history ofethnocentrism, immaturity, 
and apolitical reliance on “experience."
Beidler is concerned with literary quality—he attempts 
to find the “important" writers on the war, claiming that 
the novelists he includes have produced “more than 
twenty-live works of major importance" (4). Misjudgements 
are based largely on whether and author gets the war 
“right,” and his criteria for getting it right seem to be 
based mainly in whether the veteran—or journalist— 
authors' versions o f their experience match Beidler's 
conception of the “Vietnam experience." His conception 
lies in a “mixup" o f "American mythic consciousness and 
realized experiential fact" that are tangled together and 
can't be sorted out (31). He does not define what 
“experiential fact" consists of: it seems that for him 
memory and the recreation o f experience in narrative are 
relatively unproblematic.
He judges novels on their truth-value. He call's 
William Eastlake's surreal novel, The Bamboo Bed, “art- 
truth."
Beidler is himself a veteran of the war, and in his first 
book, especially in the opening chapters, seems to be an 
oblique working-out ofhis own experience through literaiy 
criticism, rather than personal narrative. His first chapter 
is called "Situation Report.” In a later chapter he writes 
"II is a line, like some others... that in its way can
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ciystallize the whole experience o f the war for anyone who 
carries its memoiy" (97-8). Despite the lack o f first- 
person pronoun in that sentence, it is clearly Beidler’s 
own memory which is “crystallized."
There is, o f course, nothing intrinsically wrong with 
Beidler's choice o f literary criticism for his own textual 
working-out o f the war. However, the analytic criteria 
that he chooses for his study have many problems. He 
judges all works in terms o f experience. Anti-war poets 
are good, for him, only when they “bring the experience 
home." Nothing that's abstract, philosophical, or polemical 
has value for him. He praises Frances Fitzgerald's study 
of history and politics. Fire in the Lake, but he can only 
bring it into his framework by seeing it as being essentially 
about “experience."
All o f this leads Beidler's analysis to focus on and 
valorize an extremely narrow selection of works about the 
war. Because it is only American experience in which he 
is interested, and because it is only experience in which 
he is interested, works by non-Americans are excluded, 
as are works by non-participants (he does include work 
by journalists who were there—he is especially fond of 
Michael Herr's Dispatches). Thus, the works Beidler 
deals with, and the analytic framework in which he 
discusses them, are necessarily ethnocentric, and are 
almost exclusively either personal narratives or 
autobiographical novels. Further, they are limited to the 
points o f view o f very young men.
The limitations o f Beidler’s definitions of American 
literature o f the war become clearer in his second, more 
ambitious, book. Rewriting America: Vietnam Authors 
in their Generation. (The title is slightly misleading—he 
does not compare “Vietnam Authors" to other writers of 
their generation; rather, he compares them to one another). 
In this work, Beidler participates enthusiastically in the 
process o f canon-formation. He addresses the works of 
22 writers, 20 of whom are men, 21 of whom are white. 
16 of his writers are veterans, at least eight o f whom were 
college graduates before going to the war; 5 o f them were 
officers. While all o f these writers represent important 
and interesting points o f view, there are many other, 
unrepresented viewpoints, equally valid and important. 
The emerging canon of American Viet Nam War literature, 
however, has formed itself around precisely the points of 
view Beidler focuses on. and he does not challenge these 
points o f view in any fundamental way.
Beidler's selection process has been even more exact: 
he has chosen writers who have produced second and 
third works which, in some way. address the “experience" 
o f the war; Beidler examines each authors' oeuvre o f Viet 
Nam War-related works. This gives depth and substance 
to his discussions of each o f these authors.
He works very hard to place Viet Nam War authors 
within American literary tradition, and to find their 
forebears—for O'Brien it’s Hemingway and Melville, for 
Caputo, Hemingway, Cooper, and Crane, for Winston 
Groom, James Jones. He looks at the ways in which his 
authors take American literary traditions and re-fit them 
to their experiences o f the Viet Nam War, “that past 
reinscribing itself as mythic present" (45). He makes a 
convincing argument about this. But, once again, his 
argument pre-selects his sample: he has chosen works
which do fit within these traditions, and simply avoided 
any other works. (That he has read more widely in the 
literature o f the war than either o f his two books indicate 
is clearly shown by his article in the January, 1992 
edition of College English).
Nonetheless, he does work across a wide generic 
range. He deals with the novelists O'Brien. Caputo, Olen 
Butler, Webb. Groom, and Heinemann in one chapter, 
with the playwright David Rabe, with the poets Balaban, 
Ehrhart. Huddle. Komunyakaa, McDonald, and Weigh 
and. in a final chapter on “The Literature o f Witness." 
with the journalists Emerson. Fitzgerald. Stone, and 
Herr. His discussions o f the playwright and the poets are 
perhaps his best and most coherent, and contribute the 
most to criticism o f the war literature, since most o f the 
previous book-length studies have leaned heavily toward 
prose representations.
His “Rewriting America" entails the reinscription of 
American cultural mythology into post-modern, “post- 
Vietnam" literature. He claims that the most important 
achievement o f the writers he examines is their desire to 
“reconstitute (American] mythology as a medium both of 
historical self-reconsideration and. in the same moment, 
or historical self-renewal and even self-reinvention" (5). 
What it turns out that he means by this rather opaque 
prose is that the Viet Nam War authors he writes about 
are finding ways in which to re-integrate their previously 
marginalized experience back into the mainstream of 
American literary and cultural tradition. Although he is 
constantly saying things like this: “a rewriting o f major 
archetypal forms of American consciousness into new 
dimensions of imaginative possibility" (38), he fails ever 
to explain what it is that's new.
He adopts Michael Herr's conceit that “there was no 
country here but the war," and refers repeatedly to “the 
country that was the war." and “a place that was the war," 
making clear that the experience and the memoiy that 
his American authors, and he himself, are addressing is 
the American mythic memory of a war which it considers 
to be its own. rather than a war fought in a country called 
Viet Nam. a war shared by Americans and Vietnamese of 
various political positions. He insists that the “best" 
narratives lake place in “the country called the war." In 
other words, for Beidler. “best" means most exclusively. 
Americanly, ethnocentric. An example o f this is his 
description of the 1968 Tet offensive, as portrayed in 
Hasford's The Short-Timers: “a Disneyland o f megadeth 
called Vietnam" (280).
As in his first book, he is still focussed on "experience." 
He writes o f his authors
Their sense o f profound experiential authority 
in the same moment allows them to make their 
largest meanings through the bold embrace of 
new strategies o f imaginative invention: and 
thus, precisely, in the inscription o f memory 
into art, they become in the fullest sense the 
creators o f cultural myth for new times and 
other (2).
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In the same paragraph he writes o f the Viet Nam 
generation, “the belief in acts o f imagination, often 
conceived in some new. unmediated relationship with 
experience itself, that could do nothing less than change 
the world" (2). Beidler seems to share this belief in the 
possibility o f art in an “unmediated" relationship with 
experience and its possibility to change the world. Yet. 
oddly, he claims that the war in Viet Nam “settled 
virtually nothing" (3). despite the clearvictory by the NLF 
and PAVN that put in place the contemporary government 
of the Socialist Republic o f Viet Nam. What he clearly 
means is that it didn't settle anything for Americans—but 
his own ethnocentrism disallows him from phrasing it in 
that way. Indeed, Beidler's stress on “experience" is an 
affirmation of a major American mythopoeic metaphor.
Beidler's framework causes him to make contradictory 
arguments. He contends that the conservative James 
Webb, in Fields o f Fire and his subsequent novels, is 
writing propaganda, that Webb is writing revisionist 
history, "reshaping the terms o f Vietnam" (74). while 
Caputo and other more liberal writers are re-inscribing 
older cultural myths in post-modern. "post-Vietnam" 
terms, and thus are doing a good thing. He doesn't 
recognize that all these writers are engaged in revisionist 
history, the liberals as well as the conservative, that the 
act o f narratizing memory is itself revision. Rather than 
openly saying that he is sympathetic to Caputo's politics, 
and not to Webb's, he makes a contradictory and 
insupportable argument about their nature o f their 
narratives. Worse, he makes untenable aesthetic 
judgements to support his covert political judgement: he 
calls Webb's writing "popular stereotype and cliche... 
unintentionally parodic" (72) and condemns his portrayals 
o f women. Yet he calls Caputo's novels “post-Vietnam 
mythic fictions" (52), and fails to note Caputo's dismal 
portrait o f June, the main female character o f Indian 
Country, a novel Beidler unreservedly admires.
What Beidler praises is new. postmodern styles, as 
opposed to traditional "epic" war novels. Winston Groom, 
he writes, is “exemplary o f the new and imaginatively 
inventive sense making, often resulting in new levels of 
insight and acceptance, achieved in second and third 
novels" (86) and of Larry Heinemann’s two novels that 
they are a "paradigm to date o f the Vietnam author in his 
generation and o f his continued rewriting of the literary 
memory o f the war into an ongoing revisionary encounter 
with the sundry mythologies o f the national culture..." 
(90). However, although second and third novels by these 
authors may indeed display more “acceptance" of the 
experience, few o f them move out into larger political or 
philosophical musing. In other words, although the 
writers gain distance and perspective, they don't seem to 
gain maturity. Rather, the genre they are working in 
requires them to re-present and rearticulate the 
understandings o f the very young men they were when 
they were at war, and Beidler's work affirms this practice. 
As mature writers, these authors, including Beidler 
himself, simply re-work those understandings.
Further, from his first book to his second, Beidler has 
gone from being a rather unsophisticated critic o f personal 
experience to a hypersophisticated one sounding the
syntax o f postmodernism. This is not an improvement: 
some o f his sentences are hard to fathom. Ultimately. 
Beidler wants to have it both ways. He wants "postmodern" 
writing to be simultaneously about experience, and about 
nothing but writing itself. O f course, he can't have it both 
ways, and the only thing in his argument that allows him 
to try is that he fails to define what he means by 
“experience."
Overall. Beidler is to be praised for his pioneering and 
continuing insistence that American literature o f the war 
is to be taken seriously, but serious problems in his 
arguments make it impossible to recommend Rewriting 
America.
From Hanoi to Hollywood: The Vietnam War in 
American Film. Edited by Linda Dittmar and Gene 
Michaud. New Brunswick and London: Rutgers 
University Press,
1990. Pp xv. 387pp . $45.00 (cloth), $14.95 (paper)
Reviewed by Jean-Jacques Malo, with Dan Scripture
In the last fifteen years hundreds o f books have been 
published on the Vietnam War. They range from memoirs, 
to novels, to comic books. There is, however, one area 
where very few books dealing exclusively with Vietnam 
have appeared: cinema. Nonetheless, a number o f books 
have been published that have one chapter treating the 
relationship between the War and filmmaking (John 
Hellmann’s 1986 American Myth and the Legacy o f  
Vietnam is a very good example): other writers, such as 
Susan Jeffords in her 1989 The Remasculinization o f  
America, have analyzed this association in a larger 
context linking cinematic narratives to print. Before the 
publication o f Linda Dittmar and Gene Michaud's 
collection, only three volumes have been devoted
to cinema and Vietnam. Julian Smith's extremely 
thorough 1975
Looking Away: Hollywood and Vietnam paved the 
way for Gilbert Adair's 1981 Hollywood’s Vietnam, as 
well as Albert Auster & Leonard Quart's 1988 How the 
War was Remembered: Hollywood and Vietnam. They 
all tackle feature films. In view o f this scarcity of studies, 
Dittmar and Michaud's book is very welcome.
Theirs is an anthology o f essays that came out o f a 
three-day conference on “The War Film: Contexts and 
Images," held at the University o f Massachusetts at 
Boston in 1988. Their goal, as stated in the preface, is “to 
provide new ways o f "seeing" the representations of (the 
Vietnam) conflict, and [they hope] that this process will in 
turn result in a fuller understanding of the past and 
positive action for the future." The publication of this 
compilation accomplishes just that.
This said, a book like this puts me, as a filmographer, 
in an awkward position. The editors have given us, for the 
first time, a collection of intelligent and responsible 
essays on the dramatic interaction between social and 
ethical cataclysm produced by the war in Viet Nam. and 
our national escapist pastime— the movies. Nineteen 
essays (plus the co-editors' insightful introduction)
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address w id e ly  d iffe r in g  issues ran gin g  from  
documentaries, to the Viet Nam War construction of 
Chuck Norris, to interpretations of well-known films. The 
investigators have defined their area o f expertise and 
have accom plished their goals with penetrating 
perspicacity, and students o f the Viet Nam era are the 
better for it.
So what is the problem? The problem is that very few 
people in Hollywood and academia realize, that following 
Dittmar and Michaud’s own principles o f classification 
(p.350), there are about 500 U.S. feature movies related 
to the experience o f the war in Vietnam, and another 100 
available from Viet Nam. The co-editors' selected 
filmography (Appendix B) lists only 171 films (including 
documentaries) from all over the world. None o f the 
essayists seem to realize the extant o f the corpus. No one 
seems to remember that, contrary to the general belief, by 
the time The Green Berets was released in 1968. over 30 
Viet Nam War movies had already been made, even 
though Appendix B lists 20 o f these films. Where do we 
find a discussion o f the global representation o f the 
returned veteran, when there were more than 140 
theatrical releases made by 1975 that dealt with the War 
or its veterans, before the release o f better known films, 
like Taxi Driver, in 1976? Many of these films are also 
listed in Appendix B. It is hard to escape the conclusion 
that the essays address a relatively limited part o f the 
available corpus, far more limited than Dittmar and 
Michaud’s own selected filmography in Appendix B. 
Perhaps even more important, we can see that there is 
already a tacit canon o f Viet Nam War films, a canon that 
is neither challenged nor legitimated in a systematic way 
in any o f these essays.
From Hanoi to Hollywood is thus symptomatic of 
the strengths and weaknesses o f Viet Nam War film 
scholarship in general. Someone has to ask why most of 
the writers o f these essays don’t venture beyond the 
“orthodox" films, the ones that have already received 
extensive critical attention? The prominent exception in 
this collection is Martin F. Norden's excellent essay about 
Cutter's Way, “Portrait o f a Disabled Vietnam Veteran: 
Alex Cutter o f Cutter's Way."
We still need to ask whether we need more papers on 
Apocalypse Now, The Deer Hunter, the Rambo series. 
(The Deer Hunter is already one o f the most written 
about films in history.) Everyone knows Oliver Stone's 
two mega-hits: Platoon and Bom  on the Fourth o f  July, 
but has anyone ever seen or read about his first Viet Nam 
War movie? In 1967 he made a short entitled Last Year 
in Vietnam while he was a film student o f Martin 
Scorsese’s. One is led to reflect on the motives o f these 
writers and on the motives o f film writers in general. Is the 
preoccupation with mainstream films simply an example 
o f jumping on the bandwagon? Could it be ignorance o f 
the vast store o f other less well-known films that deal with 
the Viet Nam War? Why is there so little scholarship 
available on the hundreds o f minor films that refer— 
sometimes directly and profoundly, sometimes obliquely— 
to the Viet Nam War? Rather than read more critical 
analyses o f films that have already been exhaustively 
decoded, wouldn't it be more interesting to acquire some
sense of the scope of the entire body o f work dealing with 
the Viet Nam War? Wouldn't it be more interesting to 
read, for a change, an analysis o f smaller productions, 
the less successful films, the unorthodoxand extravagant 
personal statements that represent a much broader 
spectrum o f the human experience than the one 
promulgated by Hollywood?
At the end o f their introduction to the volume, 
Dittmar and Michaud address this problem of an emerging 
canon of films about the Viet Nam War. They are aware 
that “certain omissions ... haunt this volume." They are 
especially concerned with the need for "fuller analysis 
and theorizing" o f “the marginalization o f class, race, 
gender, and ethnicity in the discourse o f the Vietnam 
War." They let us know that they tried to get "a variety of 
perspectives and to bring attention to as many relevant 
films as possible." being especially concerned with films 
not from major studios, independently produced 
documentaries, and less well-known Hollywood films. 
But they also tell us that “the fact [was] that essays on 
Cutter's Way and Hearts and Minds were not readily 
available while proposals for critiques o f Platoon, Full 
Metal Jacket, and Rambo: First Blood Part U  
abounded." They are well aware that most o f the volume 
concerning mainstream films “says much about the ways 
the commercial film industry sets the agenda for 
scholarship." They go on to argue that, although 
insufficient, refusing to accept mainstream films at face 
value, refusing “to leave unexamined precisely what 
these films present as unexaminable" is nevertheless o f 
real value, and it is. and the work abounds with thoughtful 
and provocative ideological critique.
There is, however, a problem with the argument of 
the final paragraph o f their introduction, a problem that 
shows why it is so important to go further than they have 
in critiquing the emerging canon, and so important to 
address a much wider corpus o f films. Dittmar and 
Michaud give as their final concern their “considerable 
distress... that the thinking gathered here will not reach 
more than a few of those for whom the issues it raises are 
most immediate: working class men and women whose 
material circumstances make them most susceptible to 
the military's promises o f opportunities for training, 
travel, and a better future." (We will put aside the fact that 
guaranteed health care, dental care, vision care, food, 
clothing, shelter, education, a career o f sorts, job security, 
less institutional ethnic and racial discrimination than in 
any other part o f American society, not to mention a 
month's paid vacation peryear, are also powerful attractors 
to working class men and women. After all, socialism, 
however flawed, is supposed to attract working class men 
and women.) Instead, we will look only at the consequence 
o f this concern for the emerging implicit canon.
This consequence is quite simple: these folks are the 
ones who see all these other films that academic critics 
almost never view or address. These are the folks who 
watch the B movies, the TV movies, who rent the non- 
mega hits at video stores. Even more important, they see 
the "mainstream" films, that is, the major mega-hits, in 
a context o f having seen many other films about the Viet 
Nam War. If one wants to understand (and perhaps 
reach) this non-academic audience, it is necessary to
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address and analyze this much wider body o f films. 
Dittmar and Michaud see the importance o f all these 
other films in the popular culture, but do not clearly see 
the political implications for the emerging canon in the 
general tendency not to address them. In other words, the 
construction o f the emerging canon, by working from a 
different viewing context, already excludes those for 
whom the thinking is supposed to be important.
It must be recognized that among the problems in 
departing from the readily available films, whether 
mainline or not, is the difficulty o f finding the less well- 
known works, the films from independent studios and 
producers. While the co-editors o f From Hanoi to 
Hollywood, have staked out as their domain the films 
that define the War mostly in Hollywood's terms, there 
would be another kind o f value and challenge in reading 
an essay on Steven Miller's Sons. Miller's 1987 film was 
made almost entirely by veterans in the Pacific Northwest. 
It portrays very vividly the effects o f the War on the lives 
o f veterans and their families without indulging in the 
superficial glamour or the contrived phoniness often 
created by the Hollywood studios. Sons is one o f the most 
sincere and poignant films o f the last few years, and the 
story o f its production— it was made for only $20,000— 
is astonishing. Sons is available on video from YES 
Entertainment.
It would be refreshing to see the same diligence that 
Dittmar and Michaud have brought to bear on the major 
films applied to the lesser arcana. But am I blaming the 
editors for their choices? No. Their options were limited 
and they did a professional and responsible job o f 
assembling a most interesting collection.
From Hanoi to Hollywood reveals—both by its 
thoroughness and by its limitations— that there is still 
much room for exploration. Bring on the B-movies, the 
independent productions, the documentaries, and the 
short films. Let us hope that the success o f their effort, 
and the interest in their book will lead to more and 
broader studies dealing with the Viet Nam War and the 
cinema. The trend has already began as evidenced by 
Inventing Vietnam: The War in Film and Television 
(edited by Michael Anderegg) and Vietnam Veteran Films 
(by Mark Walker), which have just been published. 
Everyone interested in the phenomenon that was the Viet 
Nam War must applaud the level o f accomplishment 
represented by From Hanoi to Hollywood, and be 
encouraged by the prospects o f more to come.
Jean-Jacques Malo is the co-editor with Tony Williams 
o f the forthcoming Vietnam War Feature Filmography
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